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THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CBEGAK. 

VOL. II. 



CHAPTEE I. 

A Night in a Forest of Texas. 

The Friar ceased his eiforts , and calling the Mexican to 
>ne aide, whispered something in a low, cautious manuer. 
rhe other scemed to demur and hesitate, but, after a brief 
jpace, appeared to yield; when, replacing the poles beside 
the wagon, he turned the horses* heads toward the road by 
which they had just come. 

"We are about to try a ford some miles fiirther up the 
ütream," said the Padre, **and so, we commend you to the 
V^irgin , and wish you a prosperous journey." 

"All roads are alike to me, holy father," said I, with a 
30olne3s that cost me something to assume. 

"Then take the shertest, and you'll be soonest at your 
journey'send," said he, gruffly. 

" Who can say that?" rejoined I; "it*s no difficult matter 
bo lose one*s way in a dense forest, where the tracks are un- 
known." 

" There is but one path , and it cannot be mistaken ," said 
be, in the same tone. 

"Ithasonegreatdisadvantage, father," saidl. 

"What isthat?" 

" Tbere ia no compaiuoii&\np on \V^ «sA^ *«i ^-»j "«sjäö^ > 
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2 THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CREGAN. 

have too much of the Irishman in me to leave good coxnpaiqr 
for the pleasure of travelling all alone." 

" Methink s you have very little of the Irishman about yoBi / 
in another respect," said he, with a sneer of no doubtfU'" 
meaning. 

"Howso?" saidl, eagerly. 

"In volunteering your society when it is not sought for, 
yonng gentleman /' said he , with a look of steadfast efiEroB- 
tery ; " at least , I can say, such were not the habits of the laiid 
as I remember it some forty years ago." 

"Ah, holy father, it has grown out of many a barbarous 
eustom since your time ; — the people have given up drinking 
and faction-fighting , and you may travel fifty miles a day for 
a week together and never meet with a friar." 

"Peace be with you," said he, waving his haud, but 
with 9, gesture it was easy to see boded more passion than 
patience. • . 

I hesitated for a second what to do ; and , at last , feeling 
that another word might perhaps endanger the victory I had 
won, I dashed spurs into the mare's flanks, and, with the 
shout the ostler had recommended , rushed her at the stream. 
Over shewent, "like abird," lighting on the opposite bank 
with her bind legs "well upj," and the [next moment plunged 
into the forest. 

Scarcely , however, had I proceeded fifty paces than I drew 
up. The dense wood effectually shut out the river from my 
view, and even masked the sounds of the rushing water. A 
suspicion dwelt on my mind,that the Friar was not going back, 
and that he had merely concertcd this plan with the MexicaD 
the easier to disembarrass himself of my Company. Tb 
seeming pertinacity of his purpose suggested an equal ob 
stinacy of resistance on my part. Some will doubtless say tha 
it argued very little pride, and a very weak self-esteem in C' 
Cregan, to continue to impose his society where it had beer 
peremptorily declined ; and so had it been, doubtless, had 
scene been a great city, ruled and regulated by its thousa 
and-one eonrentionaUüeB, Bat the piaaii^ ^iq «e^^x^^o^d 
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sometliing longer than mere miles from the land of kid gloves 
and yisitiug tickets. Ceremonial in such latitudes would be 
as unsuitable as a court suit. 

Besides, I argued thus: — "A very nnderdone slice of 
tongh venison , with a draught of spring water , constitute in 
these regions a verjappetizing meal; and for the same reason, 
a very morose friar, and a still sulkier servant, may be ac- 
cepted as very tolerable travelling companions. Enjoy better 
when it can be had, Con : but prefer even the humblest fare to 
a famine." A rule more applicable to mental food than to ma- 
terial. 

In a Uttle self-colloquy after this kind, I crept stealthily 
back, leading Charry by the bridle, and halting at intervals to 
listen. What a triumph to my skill in divination as I 
heard the Friar's loud voice overtopping the gushing 
flood, while he exhorted his beasts in the most energetic 
fashion! 

I advanced cautiously tili I gained a little clump of brush- 
wood, from which I could see the river and the group per- 
fectly. The Friar had now mounted the wagon, andheldthe 
reine ; the Mexican was however standing in the stream', and 
leSrding the cattle, who appeared to have regained some- 
what more of their courage, and were slowly proceeding, 
sniflSng timidly as they went, and pawing the water fret- 
fiiUy. 

The Mexican advanced boldly , tili the water reached nigh 
the top of his great botas vaqueras, immense boots of buflFalo 
hide, which, itissaid, resist the bite of either Cayman or ser- 
pent; and sofar thehorses went, doubtless from theencourage- 
ment. Assoon, however, as the deepening flood warned the 
man to mount the wagon, they halted abruptly, and stood 
pawing and splashing the stream , while their ears flattened 
back, and their drawn-in tails , evinced the terror that was on 
them. 

Objurgations — entreaties — prayers — curses — mfi.\vs^^<^'%. 
were all in vain, — a step fartliex iiiey -woviX^TiQXr^'^^'^^« ^^^ 
tiMt tbe Spanißh contained oi axx^toxxaX ^^^ Vxm\sä.^*^^^ 
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without suocess — the cow-hide whip might weit their flanki 
and leave great ridgea at every stroke — the huge pole of the 
Mexican might belabour them, with a running aecompaniment 
of kicks, — but to no purpose. They cared as little for the 
cow-hide as the "calendar," — neither saints nor thrashingi 
could persuade them to move on. Saint Anthony — and Saint 
Ursula — Saint Forimund of Cordova, with varioas otheis, 
were invoked to no end. Saint Clement of Capua, to whom all 
poisonous reptiles, from boas to whipsnakes, owe allegiance, 
was called upon to aid the travellers; but the quadrupeds took 
no heed of these entreaties, but showed a most Protestant 
contempt for the whole litany. 

There was a pause: wearied with flogging, andtiredout 
with vain exhortations , both Friar and Mexican ceased ; and, 
as if in compensation to their long pent-up feelings , vented 
their anger in a very guttural round of maledictions upon the 
whole animal creation, and in particular on that part of it 
who would not be eaten by alligators without signs of re- 
sistance and Opposition. Whether this new tum of events 
had any influence, or that the matter was more owing to '^ na* 
tural oauses,** Icannotsay; but, justthen, the horse whic) 
had been already bitten , reared straight up , and with a lou' 
snort plunged forward, carrying with hhnthe other. By h 
plunge he had reached a deep part of the stream , where tl 
water came half wayup bis body. Another spring smashedo? 
of the traces, and left him free to kick violently behind him 
a privilege he certainly hastened to avail himself of. His f 
low, whether from sympathy or not,imitated the performan 
and there they were lashing and plunging with all their mig 
while the wagon, against which the strong current beat ir 
its force, threatened at every instant to capsize. The F 
struggledmanfuUy, asdidhis follower; but, unfortunal 
one of the reins gave way, and by the violent tugging af 
remaining one, the animals were tumed out of their co 
and dragged round to the very middle of the stream. A 
twentyyaräs Iower down, the river feil by a kind of ca 
some ten or twelve feet, and towaxdB tYiiB apo\. tiö^ \ 
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fdriated horses seemed ruBhing. Had it been practicable, a 
strong man might, bythrowing himselfinto the water, have 
caught the borses' heads and held them back, but the stream 
swarmed with poisonous reptiles , which made such an e£Pbrt 
almost inevitable death. 

It was now a scene of terrible and most excitmg interest. 
The maddened horses, altemately rising and sinking, writhed 
and twisted m agonies of pain. The men's voices mingled 
with the gushing torrent and the splashing water , which rose 
higher and higher at each plunge, while a shrill shriek from 
within the wagon topped all, and in its cadence seemed to 
speak a heart torn with terror. Asilooked, the sun had set, 
and as speedilj as though a curtain had fallen , the soft light 
of evening gave way to a grey darkness. I rode down to the 
bank, and as I reached it, one of the horses, after a terrific 
struggle to get free , plunged head foremost down and disap- 
peared. The other, unable by himself alone to resist the 
weight of the wagon, which ahready was fioating in the stream, 
swung round with the torrent , and was now dragging along 
toward the cataract. The dusky indistinctness even added to 
the terror of the picture, as the white water splashed up on 
every side, and at times seemed actually to cover the whole 
party in its scattering foam. The friar, now leaning back, 
tore open one of the curtains , and at the same instant I saw a 
female arm stretch out and clasp him , while a shrill cry burst 
forth that thrilled to my very heart. 

They were already within a few yards of the cataract: a 
moment or two more they must be over it and lost! I spurred 
Charry forward, and down we plunged into the water, without 
the slightest thought of what was to foUow. Half swimming, 
half bounding, I reached the wagon, which now, broadside on 
the falls , tottered with every stroke of the fast rolling river. 
The Mexican was standing on the pole, and endeavouring to 
hold back the horse ; while the friar, ripping the canvas with 
his knife, was endeavouring to extricate the female figure, 
who, sunk on her knees, seemed utteiVy m^sÄ^^JcXfe «^I^sk^ «^^-^ 
forher own B&fety, 
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Whether maddened by the bite of some monster benesith 
the water, or having lost bis footing, I know not, but the horse 
went over the falls, while the Mexican, Yainly endeavooring to 
hold him, was carried down with him ; the wagon, reeling with 
the shock, heeled over to the side, and was fast sinking, when 
I caught hold of the outstretched band of the woman, and 
drew her towards me. "Leap — spring towards him," ciied 
the friar ; and she obeyed the words, and with a bound, seated 
herseif behind me. 

Breasting the water bravely, Charry bounded on, and in 
less than a minute reached the bank , which the friar , by the 
aid of a leaping-pole, had gained before us. 

Having placed the half-lifeless girlon thesward,! hastened 
to see after the poor Mexican. Alas ! of him and the horse we 
never saw trace afterwards. We called aloud , we shouted, 
and even continued along the stream for a considerable spaee, 
but to no purpose: the poor feilow had evidently perished — 
perhaps by a death too horrible to think of. The friar wrang ^ 
bis hands in agony, and mingled bis thanksgiving for bis own '; 
safety with lamentations for bis lost companion; and so inteat^ 
was he on these themes, that he never recognised me, nor, in- : 
deed, seemed conscious of my presence. At last, as we^ 
tumed our steps towards where the girl lay, he said, "Isit ' 
possible that you are the Caballero we parted with before r 
sunset?" '^. 

" Yes," said I, " the same. You were loth to accept of my V 
Company, but you see there is a fate in it, after all; you cannot ;' 
get rid of me so readily." 

"Nor shall we try, Senhor," said the girl, passionately, but 
with a foreign accent in her words ; as she took my hands, and 
pressed them to her Ups. 

The friar said something hastily in Spanish, which seemed 
a rebuke, for she drew back at once, and buried her face in her 
mantle. 

^ ^ Donna Maria ismyniece, Senhor, andhasonlyjustl 
the convent of the *Sacred Heart.' She knows notbi 
oftbe World, nor what beseeifis her a& ayoxxü^xöai^^-ö." 
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This the friar spoke harshly, and with a manuer that to mt 
sounded far more in need of an apology than did the young 
girl's gratefol emotion. 

What was to be done became now the question. We were 
at least thirty miles from Bexar, and not a village, nor even a 
log-hut between us and that city. To goback was impossible ; 
so that, like practical people , we at once addressed ourselves 
to the available alternative. 

"Picquet your beast, and let us light a fire," said Fra 
Miguel, with the air of a man who would not waste life in vain 
regrets. * * Thank Providence, we have both grass and watei* ; 
and although the one always brings snakes, and the 
other aliigators, it is better than to bivouac on the Bed 
River, with iron ore in the stream, and hard flints to sleep 
on. 

Fastening my beast to a tree, I unstrapped my saddle- 
bags, and removed my saddle; disposing which most artis- 
tically in the fashion of an arm-chair for Donna Maria at the 
foot of a stupendous beech , I set about the preparation of a 
fire. The friar, however, had almost antieipated me; and 
with both arms loaded with dead wood, sat himself down to 
construct a species of hearth, placing a little circle of 
Btones around in such a way as to give a draught to the 
blaze. 

"We must fast to-night, Seühor," said he; "but it will 
!Ount to US hereafter. Fan the fire with your hat, it will soon 
»laze briskly." 

** If it were not for that young lady," said I , " whose suf- 
Frings are far greater than ours — " 

* ' Speak not of her , Seühor ; Donna Maria de los Dolores 
IS called after our Mother of Sorrows, and she may as well 

gin her apprenticeship to grief. She is the only child of my 

)ther, who had sent her to be educated at New Orleans, and 

lOw retuming home to see her father, before she takes the 
of her noviciate." 

Ä. very low sigh — so low as ouVy lo \i^ wsi^ScX^^ \fö^as?^'w^^ 
9 ß-om beneath the beecli-ttee , an^l \Xä^^ ^V«sä&5^ ^*^ 



THE CONPESSIONS OF CON CRl!ii:rr..,. 

Chips upon the fire, hoping to catch a glimpse of the fea- 

es of mj fair fellow-traveller. Fra Miguel, however, balked 

j strätagem by topping the fire with a stout log, as he said, 

iTou are too spend-thrift, Senhor, we shall need to hus- 

ind our resources, or we^ll not have enough for the nighl 

>ng. 

" Wouldyou not liketocomenearer totheblaze, Senhora?' 
iaid I, respectfully. 

" Thanks, sir, but perhaps — " 

'* Speak out, child," broke in the Father, '' speak out , and 
say that you are coonting your rosary, and would not wish tc 
be disturbed. And you, Seühor, if I err not, in your eagerness 
to aid US, have forgotten to water your gallant beast ~ donM 
lead him to the stream, that would be unsafe; take my som- 
brero; it has often served a like purpose before now. Twicc 
füll is enough for any horse in these countries." I would have 
declined this offer, but I feit that Submission in everything 
would be my safest passport to his good opinion, and so 
armed with the "friar's beaver," I made my way to th 
stream. 

Whatever his eulogies upon the pitcher-like qualities < 
his head-piece — to me they seemed most undeserved ; f 
Bcarcely hadi filled it, than the water ran through like a sie' 
The oftener, too, was the process repeated, the less chancc ( 
there appear of success; for, instead of retaining the üuic 
all, the material became so saturated, that it threatenec 
tear in pieces every time it was filled, and ere I could li 
was totally empty. Half angry with the friar, and still r 
annoyed at my own ineptitude, I gave up the efibrt, 
retumed to where I had left him , confessing my failurc 
came forward. 

"Steep your *kerchief in the stream, then, andwa 
beast'smouth," said he, upon his knees, where, with 2 
string of beads, he was engaged with his devotions. 

I retired, abashed at my intrusion , and proceeded t 
I was directed. 
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" What, if all these cares for my horse, and all these devo- 
tional exercises, were but stratagems to gel rid of my Company 
for a season?" thought I; as I perceived, that scarcely had I 
left the spot, than the Friar arose irom bis knees, and seemed 
to busy himself about something in the trees. Füll of this 
Impression , I made a little circuit of the place ; and what was 
my surprise to obsei've, that he had converted bis upper robe 
of coarse blanket-cloth into a kind of hammock for Donna 
Maria, in which, fastened at either end to the bough of a tree, 
she was now swinging to and iro, with apparently all the 
pleasure of a happy child. 

"Don*t you like it, uncle, after all," said she, laughing; 
"it*8 exactly what one has read of in Juan Cordova*s stories, 
to be bivouacking in a great forest , with a great fire , to keep 
away the Jaguars." 

"Hush ! and go to sleep, child. I neither like it for thee, 
nor myself. There are more dangerous things than Jaguars 
in these woods." 

"Ah! you mean the bears, uncle?" 

"I do not," growled he, sulkily. 

"As for snakes, one gets usedtothem; besides, theygo 
into the tall grass." 

** Ay, ay, snakes in the grass, just so ! " muttered the Friar, 
*' but this youth will be back, presently, and let him not hear 
you talk such silly nonsense. Good night, good night." 

" Good night ," sighed she , " but I cannot sleep ; I love so 
to see the fireflies dancing through the leaves , and to hear 
that rushing river." 

"Hush! he's Coming," said the Friar; and all was still. 

When I came up, "The Friar" was again sunk in holy 
meditation, so that, disposing myself beside the fire, with my 
rifle at one side, and my pistols at the other, I lay down to 
sleep. Although I closed my eyes, and lay still, I did not 
sleep. My thoughts were fuU of Donna Maria, of whom I 
weaved a hundred conjectures. It was evident she was young; 
her Yoice was soft and musical too , and had that ^l<^«fiAx^ 
bell-Jike cadence, so indicatW^ oi ^\\^\»\Ä"^^^KsÄw^^i»2ss^ 
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nature. Why was she called the "Los Dolores?" I asked 
myself again and again , what had she in her jojousness to do 
with grief and care? and why should she enter a convent and 
become a nun? These were questions there was no solving, 
and apparently, if I might judge from the cadence of her now 
deep sigh , no less puzzling to herseif than to me. The more 
my interest became excited for her, the strenger grew my dis- 
like to the Friar. That he was a surly old tyrant , I perfectly 
satisfied myself. What a pity that I could not rescue her £rom 
such cruelty as easily as I saved her from the cataraet! 

Would that I could even see her! There was something 
so tormenting in the mystery of her concealment , and so , I 
deemed, must she herseif feel it. We should be so happy 
together, joumeying along day by day through the forest! 
What tales would I not teil her of my wanderings, and how I 
should enjoy the innocence of her surprise at my travelled 
wonders. And all the stränge objects of these wild woods — 
how they would interest and amuse, were there "two" to 
wonder at and admire them. How I wished she might be 
pretty — what a disappointment if she were not — what a 
total rout to all my imaginings if she were to have red hair — 
how terrible if she should squint! These thoughts at last 
became too tantalizing for endurance , and so I tried to fall 
asleep and forget them , but in vain ; they had got too firm 
hold of me, and I could not shake them oflF. 

It was now about midnight , the fire waxed low , and " the 
Friar*' was sound asleep. What connexion was there between 
these considerations , and her of whom I was thinking ; who 
knows? I arose and sat up, listening with eager ear to the low 
long breathings of the Friar , who , with bis round bullet-head 
pillowed on a pine log, slept soundly ; — the gentle hum of the 
leaves , scarcely moved by the night wind , and the distant 
sound of the falling water, were lullabies to his slumber. Ii 
was a gorgeous night of stars — the sky was studded witl 
bright orbs in all the brilliant lustre of a southem latitudr 
The fireflies, too, danced and glittered on every side , leavi 
traces of tbe pboaphoric light on the \ea\ea «ä \.\ä^ ^^w 
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The air was warm and balmy with the rieh odour of the cedar 
and the acacia — just such a night as one would like to pass 
in "converse sweet" with some dear friend, mingling past 
memories with shadowy dreams , and straying along ftom hj- 
gones to faturity. 

I crept over stealthily to where the Friar lay : a lively fear 
prevailed with me that he might be feigning sleep , and so I 
watched him long and narrowly. No! it was an honest 
slumber — the deep guttural of his mellow throat was beyond 
counterfeiting. I ihiew a log upon the fire carelessly, and 
with noise, to see if it would awake him; but he only muttered 
awordortwo, that sounded like Latin , andslepton. Inow 
strained my eyes toward the hammock, of which, under the 
shadow of a great sycamore tree, I could barely detect the 
outline through the leaves. 

Should 1 be able to discem her features , were I to creep 
over? What a diflScult question, and how impossible to decide 
by mere reasoning upon it. What if I were to try? It was a 
pure piece of curiosi^ — curiosity of the most harmless kind. 
I had been , doubtless , just as eager to scan the Friar's linea- 
ments , if he had taken the same pains to conceal them from 
me. It was absurd , besides , to travel with a person and not 
see their face. Intercourse was a poor thing, without that 
reeiprocity which looks convey — I'U have a peep, at all 
events, saidl, summinguptomyself allmy arguments; and 
with this resolve I moved cautiously along, and, making a 
Wide circuit, came round to the foot of the sycamore, at the 
side most remote from the Friar. 

There was the hammock , almost within reach of my band ! 
it seemed to swing to and fro. I cannot say if this were mere 
deception; and so I crept nearer, just to satisfy my doubts. 
At last I reached the side, and peeped in. All I could see was 
the outline of a figure wrapped in a mantle , and a mass of soft 
silky hair , which feil over and shaded the face. It was some 
time before my eyes grew accustomed to the deep shadow of 
the spot; but by degrees I could p^tc^vN^ \3afe ^■^'^'^^ ^"^ ^ 
yovmg and beautiful face, xeatm^ \x^o\i qtcä ^tkv^*^^ ^*^^5st 
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hang negligently at one side , and the band drooped over the 
edge of the hammock. The attitude was the very perfection 
of graceful ease, and such as a sculptor might have modelled. 
What a study, too, that hand, whose dimpled loveliness the 
star-light speckled ! How could I help touching it with my 
Ups? the first time, with all the hallowed reverence a wor- 
shipper would vouchsafe to some holyrelic; the second, with 
a more fervent devotion : the third , I ventured to take the 
band in mine and slightly press it. Did I dream? Could the 
ecstasy be no more than fancy? — I thought the pressure was 
retumed. 

She tumed gently around, and in a voice of surpassing 
softness, whispered, " Teil me your name, SenborCabsdlero?*' 
I whispered low, " Con Cregan." 

" Yes, but what do your sisters call you? " 

"I have none, Senhora." 

" Your brotbers, then?" 

" I never had a brother." 

" How Strange ! nor I either. Then how shall I call you ? " 

" Call me your brother," said I , trying to repossess myself 
of the band she had gently wiflidrawn from my grasp. 

" And will you call me Maria?" said she, gaily. 

" If you permit it , Maria. But how will Fra Miguel think 
ofit?" 

"Ah! Iforgotthat Butwhatcanhesay? Yousavedray 
life. I should have been carried away like poor Sancho , but 
f or you. Teil me how you chanced to be here, and where you 
are going, and whence you come, and all about you. Sit down 
there, on that stone. Nay, you needn't hold my band while 
talkmg." 

" Yes , but I'm afraid to be alone here in the dark , Maria," 
said I. 

"What a silly creature it is ! Now begin." 

" I'd rather talk of the future , Maria , dearest. I'd rath 
we should speak of all the happy days we may spend t 
geüier, " 
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"But how SO? Once at Bexar, I*m to wait at the monastery 
tili my father sends bis mules and people to fetch me home : 
meanwhile you will have wandered away heaven knows 
where." 

"And where do you call home, Maria?" 

"Far away, beyond the Bio Grande, in the gold country, 
near Aguaverde." 

"And why should I not go thither? I am free to tum my 
Steps whither I will. Perhaps your father would not despise 
the Services of one who has some smattering of knowledge 
upon many a theme." 

"But a Caballero — a real Senhor — tum miner! They 
are all miners there." 

" No matter : Fortune might favour me, and make me rieh, 
and then — and then — who is to teil what changes might 
foUow? The Caballero might bid adieu to the *Piacer,* and 
the fair * Donna Maria ' wave a good-bye to the nunnery — 
and , by the way, that is a very cruel destiny they intend for 
you." 

" Who knows? I was very happy in the * Sacred Heart.* " 

"Possibly, Maria; but you were a child , and would have 
been happy any where. But think of the future; think of the 
time when you will be loved, and will love in tum; think of 
that bright world of which the convent-window does not admit 
one passing glance. Think of the glorious freedom to enjoy 
whatever is beautiful in Nature , and to feel sympathies with 
all that is great and good ; and reflect upon the sad monotony 
of the cloister — its cold and cheerless existence , uncared for, 
almost unfelt." 

"And when the Superior is cross!" cried she, holding up 
her hands. 

"And she is always cross, Maria. That austere habit 
repels every generous emotion , as it defies every expansion 
oftheheart. No, no: you must not be a nun." 

" WeU, I will not," said she. 

^^Youpromiae me this, Maria*^" 
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*'Yo*, lipon ono oonditiou: that you will comc to the 
* IMrtoor/ «Uli toll my f«thor all that you have told to me. He 
i» *o jjtHHi aud 8o kiud, lio*ll never fbrce me/* 

'*iiut will ho roooivo luo? Will yourfather permit me so 
toj^poakV" 

** You «»avod mv lifo, 5^ouhor," said she, half proadly, "and 
littlo u^ YOU rtH'kou »iioh a sorvico« it is one apon wMch Don 
Kittavtui Olrtrt»8 will sot *omo storo." 

'* All ! " said I, sii^hiiig« *' hv^w little merit bad I in the feat! 
It did not ovoii oo8t mo tho :»li^hto$t iiijury." 

*' I um jiis«t att ^ratitiod a^ though you had been eaten by an 
tUli^ator, Soiihor/' «taid ^lo« laughiu^ with a sly malice that 
iimdo mo half stu<»(HH:t that $vmu\ ac loast« of her innocence was 
Mt^ituiuod. 

V\x»«i thi«» wo wa«dorx\l ou to $(>oak of tbe joumey for the 

i«ori*\»w » vnhioh l pr\»iHV'iiHi #lio «houUi make apon *• Charry," 

w h i l o Kra M i|?uol aud lu v >h*U* aoco m(>auievi her on foot. It was 

*»Uo a^ixH^d Ih*iw\*ou iw» thax wo should pn?s«?rve tbe most rigid 

iM^*ov\o aud diMauv'o of luauuor iu iho Friar** presence, rarely 

%i\»tioiu^ Ol' )^poakiu|; with oach orhor. One only diffienlty 

«^\Uto\t » w hioli wa* hv what \*wtouov l «hould dir«ct my Steps 

C^* V^Ux>*>oi\lo. l»ui iiorx^ ajiraiv, IVuwa Mana*5 r^ady wit sog» 

^^vittst Oio o\i»^siioui. a;^ *ho *aid» Uuirhitw:. *'An? yon not 

%%^>%kiii|; a jMl^imai^* to tht? *hriuo ot tVir Lady *de los 

« ' Sx' l am ," »aid t *' Shaiv.^r ou m^ dtai 1 «bould bare fbr» 

^«s^ttOU \X \\\\ UOW *" 

'* iVd >ou uoxoi tv^ü itio/ *;sud *b:i?» aixbhr, "»tbat vooin- 
^ ^ M * « U^^ *^' v'^»* ^' *" *^^ sMNsoi: • '* 

* • V V\ i :*uil^\ , ^a •- vi l . ,» o: u i -^ 5^.^ lv,^f cry hu2:i>.Hir : • • and so 
^^ ^tl I» oul^o\o*^ »au\o ,U\ >ou^Vi.^ ^Ji^TVtL" 

'* Vuduox\. 'V'o -"•*-/ >-vv, :j>,s\ >*;:->, sii=ivru.Itywpr«sing 
^^^ f\\^»h Vw*» o> i.^vv;-Sov. ■:.'« xi* skiv, *vWcdrL%bt.' Fra 



^^«v** wiu a^ALs^ a*- suv> s»ÄVv*>i. , jL'jh.x i j^>t; ^2:jfc5 » ali«ady 
•ii\ssi uv^^^^. 5^^^.v« ^i'-'iv^ v<.c l. ^»ttv-v a^i^üu ps^ssing 
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[juish them. A heavy sigh from the Friar, however, ad- 
uonished me to hasten away; and I crept to my place, 
Eind lay down beside the now almost extinguished embers of 
3Tir fire. 

"What a good thought wasthatof thepilgrimage," said 
[, as I drew my cloak around me*, and I remembered that 
'* Chico's " beads , and bis " book of Offices ," were still among 
oay effects in the saddle-bags, and would greatly favour my 
assumption of the pious character. I then tried to recall some 
o£ my forgotten Latin. From this I reverted to thoughts of 
Donna Maria herseif, and half wondered at the rapid strides 
we had accomplished in each other's confidence. At last I feil 
asleep , to dream of every incongruity and incoherency that 
ever haunted a diseased brain. Nunneries , with a crocodile 
for the Abbess, gave way to scenes in the Placers, where 
Nuns were gold-washing, and Friars liding down cataracts 
on caymans. From such pleasant realities a rough shake of 
Fra Miguel aroused me, as he cried , " When a man laughs so 
heartily in his sleep , he may chance to keep all the grave 
thoughts for his waking. Rise up, Senhor; the day is 
breaking. Let us profit by the cool hours to make our 
joumey." 

As day was breaking we set out for Bexar, in the manner 
I had suggested; Donna Maria riding, the Friar and myself, 
one either side of her, on foot. ßesolved upon winning, so 
far as might be , Fra Miguel's confidence , I addressed my 
conversation almos exclusively to him, rarely speaking a word 
to my fair companion , and then only upon the commonest 
questions of the way. 

As none of us had eaten since the day previous , nor was 
there any baiting-place tili we reached Bexar, it was neces- 
sary to make the best of our way thither with all speed. The 
Fra knew the road perfectly, and by his skill in detecting the 
marks on trees, the position of certain rocks, and the course 
of the streams , gave me some insight into the acute qualities 
aecessary for a Prairie traveller. These tYietCÄa^XöSi^^fescrEMÖSÄ^ 
^e greater portion of cur conversatiou, 'w'Vji'öli \ ^\sv%tÄÄ *v^ 
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own offered many a long interval of dreaiy silence. The Fra's 
thoughts dwelt gloomüy on his late disaster, while Donna 
Maria and myself were condemned to the occasional exchange 
of a Chance remark, or some question aboiit the road. 

Once or twice Fra Miguel questioned me on the subject of 
my own history; but ere I had proceeded any length in 
detailing my veracious narrative , an accidental word , or re- 
mark, would show that he was inattentive to what I was 
speaking, and only occupied by his own immediate reflec- 
tions. 

Why, then , trouble myself with biographical inventions, 
which failed to ezcite any interest? and so I relapsed intom 
silence plodding and moody as his own. 

At length the path became too narrow for us all to go 
abreast , and as my duties were to guide Charry by the bridle, 
I became the companion of Maria by force of circumstances; 
still Fra Miguel kept up close behind, and however abstracted 
at other times, he now showed himself " wide awake*' onthe 
subj ect of our intercourse, Denied the pleasure of talking to 
each other , we could at least exchange glances ; and this was 
a privilege no surveillance , however rigid, could deny us. 
These are small and insignificant details, which were of little 
moment at the time , and led to even less for the future ; but 
I record them as the first stirrings of love in a heart which 
might have been deemed too intent upon its own cares to 
admit of others; and here let me observe that the taste for 
stratagem, — the little wiles and snares inspired by a first 
passion, are among the strongest incentives to its origin. It 
was the secrecy of our meeting at night, — the little difficul- 
ties of our intercourse by day, — the peril of discovery as we 
spoke together, — the danger of detection as we exchanged 
glances, that by giving us a common object, suggested a 
common feeling. Both engaged in the same warfare, how ' 
could we avoid sympathizing with each other. Then, there*: 
was that little ^' dash of romance " about our first meeting , M. 
auxüiarjr to the tender passion*, and, aga»\XL, -^^^^x^^^joäwti = 
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** You can make your penance here, young man, at the 
Convent of the missions. There are holy men who will 
give you all good counsel; and I will myself speak to them 
for you." 

I was about todecline this polite Intervention, when a quiet 
gesture from Donna Maria arrested my words , and made me 
accept the offer, with thanks. 

Thus chatting, we reached the suburbs of Bexar, and soon 
entered the main street ofthat town ; and here let me record a 
Strange featnre of the life of this land , which although one 
that I soon became aceustomed to, had a most singular aspect 
to my eyes on first acquaintance. It was a hot and sultry 
night of June; the air as dry and parched as of a summer day 
in our English climate , and we found that the whole popula- 
tion had their beds disposed along the streets, and were sleep- 
ing for the benefit of the cool night air — al fresco. There 
was no moon, nor any lamp-light, but by the glimmering 
stars we could see this stränge encampment, which barely left 
a passage in the middle for the mule carts. 

Some of the groups were irresistibly droU; here was an old 
lady, with a yellow-and-red handkerchief round her head, 
snoring away, while a negro wench waved a plantain bough 
to and fro to keep off the musquitoes , which thronged the 
spot from the inducement of a little glimmering lamp to the 
Virgin over the bed. There was a thin lanthom-jawed old 
fellow sipping his chocolate before he resigned himself to 
sleep. Now and then there would be a faint scream and a mut* 
tered apology, as some one, feelinghis way to his nest, had 
fallen over the couch of a sleeper. Mothers were nursing 
babies, nurses weresingingotherstorest; social spirits were 
recalling the last strains of recent convivialities ; while others, 
less genially given, were uttering their " Carambas" in all the 
vindictive anger of broken slumber. Now and then a devo- 
tional attitude might be detected, and even some little 
glimpses caught of some fair form making her toilet for the 
night , and throwing back her disYieveWe^Viwi ^ Xö^^^t ^'öcä 
pasBiDg strangerB, 
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Such were the scencs that even a brief transit presentcd: a 
longer sojourn, and a little more light, had doubtless dis- 
covercd still morc singular oncs. 

We halted at the gate of a large gloomy-looking building, 
which the friar informed me was the " Venta Nazionale ,*' the 
Chief inn of the town; and by dint of much knocking, and 
various interlocutious between Fra Miguel andablack, four 
stories high, the gates were at leugth opencd. Faint, hungry, 
and tired, 1 had hoped that we should havo supped in Com- 
pany, and thus rccompensed me for my share of the successfiil 
issue of the journey ; but the Fra, giving his Orders hastily, 
wished me an abrupt "good night,'* and led his niece up the 
narrow stairs, leaving me and my mare in the gloomy en- 
trance, like things whose Services were no longcr needed. 

"This may be Tcxan gratitude, Fra Miguel," said I to 
myself , **but ccrtainly you never brought it from your own 
country ." Meanwhile the ncgro , after lighting the others up 
stairs, retumed to where I was, and perhaps not impressed by 
any high notions of my quality, or too sleepy to think much 
about the matter, sat down on a stone bench, and lookcd vexy 
much as if about to compose himself to another dozc. I was 
in no mood of gcntleness , and so bestowing a hearty kick 
upon my black "brother," I told him to show me the way to 
the stable at oncc. The answer to this somewhat rüde sum- 
mons was a stränge one, — he gave a kind of grin that showed 
all his teeth, and made a specics of hissing noise, like 
"Cheet, cheet," said rapidly — a Performance I had never 
witnessed before , nor, for certain reasons , have I any fanoy 
to witness again. 

**Do you hear me, black fellow," cricd I, tapping hb 
buUet-hcad with the end of my hcavy whip , pretty much as 
one does a tavem-table to summon the waitcr. 

"Cheet, cheet, cheet," cried he again, but with rcdoubled 
energy. 

"Confound your jargon," said I, angrily, "gct up out 
of that^ and lead the way to the stable." This specch I ac« 
cozapanied by another admonition ftoiaTay iooX. , ^\n^w ^ \^ibdl 
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ing, side by aide , in a silent forest, with only one other near 
US. Would we could have disposed of him , too ! I shame to 
say it, but in honest truth, I often wished that he had fol- 
lo wed the Mexican ! 

We halted during the great heat of the day, and the Fra 
once more ^^ rigging " out bis capotc , for a hammock , Donna 
Maria lay down for the siesta , while I cut grass for Charry, 
and rubbed her down. Long fastiug had made us all more 
disposed to silence , so that a few monosyllables were all that 
passed. When the time came to resume the road, I am proud 
to say that the Fra bore bis privations with less equanimity 
than did we. His sighs grew heavy and frequent ; any acci- 
dental Interruption on the road evoked unmistakeable signs 
of Irritation ; he even expostulated with certain saints , wbose 
leaden images decorated bis sombrero, as to the precise 
reasons for which his prcsent sufferings were incurred , ajid 
altogethcr, as hunger pinched, showed a more rebellious 
Bpirit than his holy discourses of the preceding evening could 
have led me to suspect. 

One time , he chargcd his calamities to the score of having 
eatcn turtle, which was only half fish, onaFriday; at an- 
other, it was upon that unlucky day the joumey had been 
bogun; then, he remcmbcrcd that the Mexican was only a 
half-breed, whopossibly, if baptized at all , was only an irre- 
gulär kind of a Christian, admitted into the fold by some 
stray missionary — more trapper than priest. Then , he be- 
thought him , that his patron, Saint Michel of Favia , was of 
an unccrtain humour, and often tormented his votaries, by 
way of trying their fidelity. These various doubts assumed 
the form of open grumblings , which certainly inspired very 
different sentiments in Donna Maria and myself than edifica- 
tion. As evening closed in , and darkness favoiired us, these 
ghostly lamentations afforded us many a low, quiet laugh; a 
soft pressure of the band , which now , by mere accident of 
course , she had let fall near me , would BorcvetAtcü^^^^^^X^-^ 
weconcwrred in cur sentimentB , \a\\ at\cii^Xv ^ ^Ä^ööÄSXaÄ«^«^ 
£^loom of night feil around , such -wa» o\xs \3üci»xC\m\\73 ^ *^'öN.V«t 
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hafid remained clasped in mj own without any farther at- 
tempt to remove it. 

if the Era's gratitude burst forth eloquently as we came in 
sight of some spangled lights glittering through the gloom, 
oor sensations were far more akin to disappointment. 

"Bexar, at last! praised be St. Michel!" exclaimed he. 
"It has been a long and dreary joumey." Here I pressed 
Maria's band, and she returned the pressure. 

"Two days of disaster and sore suffering!" Another 
squeeze of the Senhora's fingers. "* 

" A time I shall never forget ," muttered he. 

" Nor I ," whispered I , . to my fair companion. 

" A season of trouble and distress 1 " quoth the Fra. 

"Of love and happiness ! " muttered I. 

" And now, my worthy young friend," said he, addressing 
me ^ " as we are so soon to part — for yonder is Bexar — how 
shall we best show our gratitude ? Would y ou like a * novena* 
to * Our Lady of Tears,' whose altar is here? or, shall we vow 
a candle to St. Nicomede of Terapia?'* 

"Thanks, holy father, there is no need foreither; mine 
was a slight service , more than requited by the pleasure of 
travelling in your Company , and that of this pious maiden, 
I have leamed many a goodly lesson by the way, and will 
think over them as I wander on my future pilgrimage." 

*' And whither may that tend , Sehhor ? " 

"To the shrine of * Our Lady ofSorrows,' atAgua verde, 
by the help of St. Francis." 

"Aguaverde!" exclaimed Fra Miguel, with a voice that' 
bespoke anything rather than pleasure; "it is a long and a 
dangerous joumey, young man ! " 

"Thegreaterthemerit, father!" 

" Trackless wastes, and deep rivers ; hostile Ihdians, and 
even more cruel half-breeds. These are some of theperils,* 
said he, in a voice of waming; but a gentle pressure froi 
tiie Seßbor&'B ßngers was moie than an answer to suc 
terroTs, 
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traits of ungovernable passion, some, by the querulous irri- 
tability of peevish childhood, and some by the fatuous vacuity 
ofidiocy; andhereami, gazing upon all this, andspecula- 
ting, by the aid of a little bit of broken-looking-glass, how 
long it is probable that I shall retain the ^'regulation" number 
of the human features. 

Ah, you gentlemen of England, who live at home at ease, 
may smile at such miseries ; but let me teil you , that however 
impertinent you might deem him who told you "to foUow 
your nose," the impossibility of compliance is a yet heavier 
infliction , and it was with a tremblhig eagerness that each 
moruing, as I awoke, I consulted the map of my face, to be 
sure that I was master of each geographica! feature. 

While all who may break a leg or cut a blood-ressel are 
reckoned fit subjects to expose to the risk of this contagion, 
the most guarded measures are adopted to protect the world 
without the walls from every risk. Not oiüy is every leper 
denied access to his Mends and family, but even written com- 
munication is refiised him, while sentinels are stationed at 
Short intervals around the grounds, with Orders to fire upon 
any who should attempt an escape. 

Here then wasi in a gaol, with the danger of a horrible 
disease superadded. Algebraically, my case stood thus: — 
Letting the letter P represent a prison, L the leprosy, and N 
my nose, P4-L — N, being equal to any given number of 
deaths by torture. Such was my case, such my Situation; 
while of the past , by what chain of events I came to be thus a 
prisoner, I knew nothing. A little memoir at the head of my 
bed set forth that I was *' a case of punctured wound in the 
thorax," with several accessory advantages, not over intel- 
ligible by my ignorance, but whichl guessed toimply, that 
if the doctor didn't finish me off at once, there was every 
Chance of jpf slipping away by a lingering malady — some 
one of tbose '^ ehest affectiohs" — that make the fortunes of 
doctors , bttt are seldom so profitable to the patients. 

One fact was, however, very BW^^ft^lVr^. \\.^%ä^^^^^^5n»^ 
montba since the date of my adraVasvou \ä ^^\\ö^'^"^Nsös.^ ^'sst- 
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cumstance that vouched for the gravity of my illness , as welT 
as showing what number of events might have occurred in the 
interval. 

Fourmonths! and where was Donna Maria now? Hadshe 
forgotten me — forgotten the [terrible scene on the Colorado 
— forgotten the starlit night in the forest? Had they left me 
without any interest in my future — deserted me , wounded — 
perhaps dying? — a sad retum for the Services I had rendered 
them! That Fra Miguel should have done this would have 
caused me no surprise ; but the Seühora — she who sprang 
by a bound into intimaey with me, and called me "bro- 
ther!" Alas! if this were so, what faith could be placed in 
woman? 

In vain I sought some information on these points from 
those around me. My Spanish was not the very purest Cas- 
tilian, it is true; but here, another and greater obstacle to 
• knowledge existed — no'one cared anything for the past , and 
very little for the future — the last evont that held a place in 
their memory was the day of their admission — the feil ma- 
lady was the centre round which all thoughts revolved , and I 
was regarded as a kind of visionary when asking about cir- 
cumstances that occurred before I entered the hospital. There 
were yague and shadowy rumours about me and my ad- 
venture, so muchl could find out; but whatever these were, 
scarcely two agreed on — not one cared. Some said I had 
killed a priest — others averred it was a negro — a few opined 
that I had done both ; and an old mulatto woman , with a face 
like a target , the buU's eye being represented by where the 
nose ought to be , related a more connected narrative about 
my having stolen a horse, and being overtaken by a negro 
slave of the owner, who rescued the animal and stabbed ine. 

All the stories tallied in one particular, which was in repre- 

senting me as a fellow of the most desperate character and 

determination, and who cared as little for shedding blood as 

Spilling water — traits , I am bound to acknowledge , which 

never appeared to lower me in general esteem. Of course, all 

inquiries as to my horse, poor CAiatry — isv^ ^t^wsvsä ^^<^^&s^- 
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free to own , with all the irritable impatience of a thirty hours* 
fast. 

The words had scarcely passed my lips, ere the fellow*- 
sprang to his legs , and with a cry like the scream of an in- 
furiated beast , dashed at me. I tlurew out my arm as a guard, 
but stooping beneath it, he plunged a knife into my side and 
fled. I heard the heavy bang of the great door resonnd as he 
rushed out, and then feil to the ground, weitering in my 
blood! 

I made a great effort to cry out , but my voice failed me ; 
the blood ran fast from my wound, and a chill, sickening Sen- 
sation crept over, that I thought must be "death." "'Tis 
hard to die thus,*' was the thought that crossed me, and it 
was the last effort of consciousness, ere I swooned into insen- 
sibility. 



CHAPTER IL 

The Lazaretto of Bexar. 

KmD-HEARTED reader; you, who have sympathized with 
so many of the rubs that Fortune has dealt us; who haye 
watched us with a benevolent interest in our warfare with an 
adverse destiny; who have marked our struggles, and wit- 
nessed our defeats; will surely compassionate our sad fate 
when we teil you that when the curtain next rises on our 
drama , it presents us no longer what we had been 1 

ConCregan, thelight-hearted vagrant, paddling his lone 
canoe down life's stream in joyous merriment, himself suf- 
ficing to himself, his eyes ever upward as his hopes were on- 
ward, his crest an eagle*s, and his motto "higher," was no 
more. He had gone — vanished, been dissipated into thin 
air; and in his place there sat, too weak to walk, a poor 
emaciated creature, with shaven head and shrunken limbs , a 
very wreckof humanity, pale, saUo^, wA\!DCÄ^t^isJÄ ^»»^ss^^t 
and ßaanel covdd paint bua. 
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Yes, gentle readcr, under the shade of a dwarf fig-tree, 
in the Leper Hospital of Bexar, I sat, attired in a whole soit 
of flannel, of a pale brown tint, looking like a faded flea; 
all my gay spirits fled , and my very identity morged into the 
simple fact that I was knowu as "Convalescent, No. 303," 
an annouuccment which, for memory's sake perhaps, was 
stamped upon the front of my night-cap. 

Few people are fortunate enough not to remember the 
Strange jumble of true and false , the incoherent tissue of fact 
and fancy which assails the first moments of recovery from 
illness. It is a pitiable period , with its thronging thoughts, 
all too weighty for the light brain that should bear them. You 
foUow your ideas like an ill-mounted horseman in a hunt; no 
sooner have you caught a glimpse of the game than it is lost 
again : on you go, wearied by the pace , but never cheered by 
Buccess; of ten tumbling into a slough , missing your way, and 
mistaking the object of pursuit; such are the casualties in 
either case, and they are not enviablc ones. 

Now , lest I should seem to be a charactcr of all others I 
detest , a grumbler without cause , let me ask the reader to sit 
beside me for a few seconds on this bench , aud look with me 
at the prospect around him. Yonder, that large white build- 
ing, with grated Windows, gaoMike and sad, is the Lepef 
Hospital of Bexar, an institution originally intended for the 
sick of that one malady, but, under the impression of its 
being contagious, generously extended to those labouring 
under any other disease. The lepers are that host who sit ii 
groups upon the grass, at cards or dice , or walk in little knot 
of two and three. Their shambling gait and crippled figurc 
— the terrible evidence of their malady — twisted limbs , coj 
torted into every horrible variety of lameness , hands with d 
ficient fingers , faces without noses , are the ordinary symbc 
TheYoices, too, are either husky and unnatural , orreduc 
to a thin reedy treble , like the wail of an Infant. Worse tl 
all , far more awful to contemplate , to him exposed to s 
oomp&DionBlup — their minds would appear more disef 
tian even their bodies; some, eVinoang VJöaä ^«t^^Cyö 
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what became of him? when did he leave us? to whom'did he 
say farewell? 

If there was something unspeakably sad in the solitude of 
such a fate , there was that also which nerved the heart by a 
sense of Self-sufficiency — the very brother of Independence; 
and this thought gave me courage as I looked over the grassy 
embankment, and peered into the gloomy fosse, which now, 
in the indistinct light, seemed far deeper than ever. A low 
marshy traet, undrained and uninhabitable, surrounded the 
"Lazaretto" for miles; and if this insalubrious neighbour- 
hood assisted in keeping up the malaria of fever, it compen- 
sated, on the other band, by interposing an unpopulated 
district between the sick and the healthy. 

These dreary wastes, pathless and untrodden, were a kind 
of fabulous region among the patients for all kind of horrors, 
peopled as the fancy of each dietated by the spirits of de- 
parted "Ldperos," by venomous serpents andcobras, or by 
escaped galley-slaves , who led a life of rapine and murder. 
The flitting jack-o'-lantem that often skimmed along the sur- 
face, the wild cry of the plover, the dreary night wind sighing 
over miles of piain, aided these superstitions, and convinced 
many whose stubborn incredulity demanded corroboration 
from the senses. As for myself, if very far from crediting the 
tales I had so often listened to, the theme left; its character of 
gloom upon my mind, and it was with a cold shudder that I 
strained my eyes over the wide distance from which a heavy 
exhalation was already rising. Determined to derive comfort 
from every source, I bethought me that the misty fog would 
assist my concealment, as if it were worth while to pursue me 
through a region impregnated with all the vapours of disease ! 
The bell had ceased: the bang of the great iron wicket had 
resounded, and all was still. I hesitated, I know not why : a 
moment before, my mind was made up ; and now, it seemed 
like seif- des truction to go onl Here was life! a sad and ter- 
rible existence truly ; but was the dark grave better? or, if it 
were, had I the right to make the choice? t\i\Ä'^^'^^^8^i^*^^ä^?^ 
that had not occurred tili now. T\ie d\\\\.\x«iCK^ vÄ'^^^'SiÄss^ 
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routed my musings, as in quick time a party adyanced up tiie 
alley towards me. They were not visible from the darkness, 
but the distance could not be great, and akeady I could heai 
the corporal urging them forward, as the mists were rising, 
and a deadly fog gathering over the earth. Any longer delay 
now, andmyproject mustbeabandonedforever, seeingthal 
my lingering outside the walis would expose me to close sur- 
veiUance for the fiiture. 

I arose suddenly, and advaneed to the very edge of th( 
cliff : would that I could only have scanned the depth below 
and seen where I was about to go I Alas ! darkness was er 
all; a foot beneath where I stood all was black and undistin 
guishable. 

The patrol were now about thirty paces from me ; anothei 
instant and I should be taken! I clasped my hands togethei 
convulsively, and with drawn-in breath and clenched lips, ] 
beut my knees to spring. Alas, they would not ! my strengtl 
failed me at this last moment, and instead of a leap, my limb 
relaxed, and tottering under me, gave way. I lost mj 
balance, and feil over the cliff! Grrasping the grassy surfac( 
with the energy of despair, I tore tufts of long grass and fen 
as I feil down — down — down — tili consciousness left me 
to be rallied again into life by a terrible "squash" into i 
reedy swamp at the bottom. Up to my waist in duck-wee( 
and muddy water, I soon feit, however, that I had sustainei 
no other injury than a shock : nay, even fancied that the con 
cussion had braced my nerves ; and as I looked up at the darl 
mass of wall above me, Iknew that my fallmust have beei 
terrific. 

Neither mybodily energy, nor my habiliments , favourec 
me in escaping from this ditch: but Idid rescue myself at last 
and then remembering that I must reach some place of refag< 
before day broke, I set out over the moor, my only pilotag< 
being the occasionally looking back at the lights of the hos 
pital, and in sailor-fashion using them as my point of depar 
tare, Wben creeping along the walka oi 1i\i^la^iÄx^\X.Q ^ Y-^wj 
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bags, my rifle, my bowie knife, and my "harper*s-ferry," 
would have proved less than useless — actually absurd. The 
patients would have reckoned such questions as little vagaries 
of mental wandering, and the servants of the house never 
replied to anything. 

My next anxiety was, when shouldl be atliberty? The 
doctor, when I asked him, gave a peculiar grin, and said, 
" We cannot spare you , amigo ; we shall want to have a look 
at your pericardium one of these days. / say it is perforated 
— Don Emanuel says not. Time will teil who's right." 

"You mean whenl'm dead, senhor, of course?" criedl, 
not fancying the chance of resolving the difficulties by being 
carved alive. 

"Of course I do," said he. " Yours is a very instructive 
case; and I shall take care that your heart and a portion of 
the left lung be carefully injected, and preserved in the 
museum." 

"May you live a thousand yearsi" said I, bowing my 
gratitude, while a chill crept over me that I thought I should 
have fainted. 

I have already mentioned that sentries were placed at 
intervals round the walls , to prevent escape , a precaution 
which, were one to judge from the desolated and crippled con- 
dition of the inmates , savoured of over care. A few were able 
to crawl along upon crutches , the majority were utterly help- 
less , while the most active were only capable of creeping up 
the bank whicH formed the boundary of the grounds , to look • 
down into the moat beneath , a descent of some twenty feet, 
but which j to imaginations such as theirs , was a gulf like the 
crater of a volcano. 

Whenever a little group then would Station themselves on 
the " heights ," as they were called , and gaze timidly into the 
depthsbelow, theguards, far from dispersing them, sawthat 
no better lesson could be administered than what their own 
fears suggested , and prudently left them to the admonitiona 
of their terrors. I remembered thia iact, %»Ä. t^'s^O«^^ \ö 
praßt hy it If death were to be my \o\. , Vt e-ovs^ä. \iSi\. ^^xs^'^^ 
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anywhere with more horrors than here; so tliat nappen whit 
might, I resolyed to make an effort at escape. The sentiy^ 
bullet had few terrors for one who saw himself sarroundedliy 
such objects of suffering and miseiy, and who dailj expeetttd 
to be one of their number. Were the leap to kill me , a eI^ 
cumstance that in my weak and woonded condition I judged 
far from unlikely, it was only antieipating a few days — aod 
what days were they ! 

Such were my calculations , made calmly and with ^efl€^ 
tion. Not that I was weary of life ; were the world but open 
to me , I feit I should resume all my former zest j in its sayingi 
and doings: nay, I even fancied that the season of priration 
would give a higher colour to my enjoyment of it ; and I knen 
that the teachings of adyersity are not the least osefiil acces- 
sories of him whose wits must point the road to fortune. Troe 
is it, the emergencies of life evoke the faculties, and develope 
the resources, as the storm and the shipwreck display the 
hardy mariner. Who knows , Con , but goodluck may cre^ 
in even through a punctured wound in the thorax! 

As the day closed, the patients were always recalled by a 
bell, and patrol parties^of soldiers went round to see if by 
accident any yet lingered without the walls. The perform* 
auoe of duty was , however, most slovenly, since, as I h&n 
already said, escape never occurred to those whose apathy ol 
mind and infirmity of body had made them indifferent tc 
everything. I lingered, then, in a distant alley as the evenin^ 
began to fall, and when the bell rung out its duiplal summons, 
I trembled to think — was it the last time I shj^uld ever heai 
it ! It was a stränge thrill of mingled hope and terror. Whert 
should I be the next evening at that houri Free, and ai 
liberty — a wanderer wherever fancy might lead me, er th< 
occupant of some narrow bed beneath the earth, sleeping th< 
sleep that knows no waking? and, ifso, who could less easü] 
be missed than him who had neither friend , nor family, noi 
fortune. I feit that my departure , like that of some insigni 
ficant guest, would meet notice irom none: not one to aal 
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roasted an entire side , had contented themselves with some 
Steaks offthe quarter. Upon this I feastcd luxuriouslj, secu- 
ring a suflScient provision to last me for the next two or three 
dajs. 

In this way I continued to travel for eight entire days, 
each successive one hoping to overtake the party in advance; 
and if disappointed in this expectation, well pleased with the 
good lack that had supplied me so far with food, and made my 
journey safe and pleasant, for it was both. A single beast of 
prey I never met with, nor even a serpent larger than the 
common green snake, which is neither venomous nor bold; 
and, as for pleasure, I was free. Was not that alone hap- 
piness for him who had been a prisoner among the ^^ Leperos'' 
of BexarV 

On the ninth day of my wandering, certain unmistakable 
signs indicated that Iwas approaching the verge of the forest; 
the grass became deeper, the wood less dense; the under- 
growth, too, showed the influence of winds and currents of air. 
These, only appreciable by him who has watched with anxious 
eyes every little change in the aspect of Nature, became at 
last evident to the least observant in the thickened bark, and 
the twisted branchcs of the trees, on which the storms of 
winter were directed. Shall I own it! — my heart grew 
heavy at these signs, boding, as they did, another change 
of scene, and to what? perhaps the bleak prairie stretching 
away in dreary desolation! Perhaps, some such tract of 
Bwampy moor, where forests once had stood, but now, lying 
in mere waste of rottenness and corruption — " Clearings," as 
they are called — the little intervals which hard industry 
plants amid universal wildness, I could not hope for, since I 
had often heard that no settlers ever selected these places, to 
which access by water was difl&cult, and the roads few and 
bad. What, then, was to come next? Not theseacoast — 
that must be miles away to the eastward; not the chain of the 
Bocky Mountains — they lay equally far to the west. 

While yet revolving these thoughts , I reacked tJcÄ ^'a^ 
of the wood; and suddenly, and m\\\ou\. «ca^^CKva^ ^^^*^^i>«^ 
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might apprise me of this slngular change, I found m} 
Standing on the verge of a great bluff of land overlookin^ 
apparently boundless piain. The sight thus unexpect( 
presented of a vast prairie — for such it was — was o 
whelming in its intense interest. My position, from a he 
pf some seven or eight hundred feet, gave me an unir 
rupted view over miles and miles of surface. Towards th( 
west a ridge of rugged mountains could be seen, but to 
south and east a low flat horizon bounded the distance. 
surface of this great tract was covered for a short space by 
cedars, apparently killed by a recent fire; beyond tha 
tall, rank grass grew, through which I could trace sometl 
like a road. This was, as I afterwards learned, a bufl 
trail, these animals frequently marching iu close column yi 
in search of water. The sun was setting as I looked, 
gilded the whole vast picture with its yellow glory ; but 
sunk beneath the horizon, and permitted a clearer view oi 
scene, I could perceive that everything — trees, grass, e 
itself — presented one uniform dry, burnt-up appearance. 

Not a creature of any kind was seen tomove over this g 
piain; not a wing cleaved the air above; not a sound bi 
the stillness beneath. It was a solitude the most comple 
ever conceived — grand and imposing ! How my heart fi 
within me as I sat and looked , thinking I was there al 
without one creature near me , to linger out, perhaps, some 
days or hours of life , and die unseen , unwatched , uncj 
for I And to this sad destiny had ambition brought me ! Y 
it not for the craving desire to become something above 
Station — to move in a sphere to which neither my birth 
my abilities gave me any title — and I should be now 
humble peasant, living by my daily labour in my na 
land, my thoughts travelling in the wom track those of 
neighbours joumeyed, and I neither better nor worse off 1 
they. 

And for this wish — insensate, foolish, as it was — 
expiaüoD 18 indeed heavy, I hid my head within my ha: 
^^ßnä tn'ed to pray, but I could not. T\i.^ m\w^ V-ax^a 
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barely able to move; and now, such a good ally is a streng 
** will," I stepped out boldly and manfully. 

As I walked on, the night cleared: a light fresh breeze 
dissipated the vapour, and refreshed me as I went; while 
overhead, myriads of bright stars shone out, and served to 
goide me on the trackless waste. If I often feit fatigue steal- 
ing over me, a thought of the Lazaretto and its fearful imnates 
nerved me to new eflforts. Sometimes, so possessed did I be- 
come with these fears, that I actually increased my speed to 
a run, and thus exerting myself to the very utmost, I made 
immense progress, and ere day began to break, found myself 
at the margin of the moor, and the entrance to a dense forest, 
which I remembered often to have seen of a clear evening from 
the garden of the Lazaretto. With what gratitude did I 
accept that leafy shade which seemed to promise me its re- 
fuge ! I threw my arms around a tree in the ecstasy of my 
delight, and feit, that now indeed I had gained a haven of rest 
and safety. By good fortune, too, I came upon a pathway ; 
a small piece of board nailed to a tree bore the name of a 
yillage ; but this I could not read in the half light ; stiU it was 
enough that I was sure of a beaten track, and could not be lost 
in the dense intricacies of a pine-forest. 

The change of scene encouraged me to renewed exertion, 
and I began to feel that so far from experienclng fatigue, each 
mile I travelled supplied me with greater energy, and that my 
strength rose each hour, as I le^ the Lazaretto farther be- 
hindme. 

"Ah, Con, my boy, fortune has not taken leave of you 
yet ! " said I, as I discovered that my severe exercise, far from 
being injurious, as I had feared, was already bringing back 
the glow of health to my frame, and spirit to my heart. 

There is something unspeakably calming in the solitude 
of a foreist, unlike the lone sensations inspired by the sea or 
the prairie; the feeling is one of peacefül quietude. The 
tempered sun-light stealing through the leaves and boughs 
entangled ; — the giant trunks that te\l oi ^cotomftÄ ^-^^ — '^^ 
Short smootb moasy turf througVi 7f\^<i^i ^ilöÄ ^äss? tv^tq^ä^^^pösä 
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yarious conflicting thoughts is not in the best mood for sappli- 
cation. I feit like the criminal of whom I had once read , that 
when the confessor came to visit him the night before bis 
ezecution , seemed eager and attentive for a wlule, bat at last 
acknowledged that bis thoughts were centered upon one only 
theme — escape! "To look steadfastlj at the next world, 
yoü must extingoish the light of this one;" and how difficult 
is that! — how hard to close every chink and fissure through 
which hope may dart a ray ! — hope of life, hope of renewing 
the straggle in which we are so often defeated, and where 
even the victory is without value. 

"Beitso,"sighedI, atlast; "thegameisnpl" andilay 
down at the foot of a rock to die. My strength, long sustained 
by expectation, had given way at last, and I feit that the hour 
of release conld not be distant. I drew my band across my 
eyes — I am ashamed to own there were tears there — and 
just then , as if my vision had been cleared by the act, I saw, 
or tbought I saw, in the piain beneath , the glittering sparkle 
of flame. Was it the reflection of a star , of which thousands 
were now studding the sky , in some pool of rain water? No ! 
it was real fire, which now, firom oneredspark, burstforth 
into a great blaze , rolling out volumes of black smoke , which 
rose like a column into the air. 

Were they Indians who made it, or trappers? or could it 
be the party in whose track I had so long been following ; and, 
if so , by what path had they descended ? Speculation is half- 
brother to hope. No sooner had I begun to canvass this pro- 
position, than it aroused my drooping energieB,and rallied my 
failing courage. 

I set about to seek for some clue to the descent , and by the 
moonlight, which was now fiiU and strong, I detected foot- 
traoks in the clayey soll near the verge of the cli£P. A little 
after I found a narrow path way , which seemed to lead down 
the face of the bluff. The trees were scratched , too , in many 
places with marks familiär to prairie travellers , but which to 
me only betokened the fact that humwvVv%Äd»VÄÄ.\ÄKö.vÄ^ 
TTörir upon tbem, I gained courage \>y \)cie%^ ^ -^VvJö. ^ ^Nft»sX> 

TA0 Con/essions of Con Cregan, IL ^ . 
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I knew were not ^^Indian signs ," no more than the foot-tracks 
were those of Indian feet. 

The descent was tedious, and often perilous; the path, 
stopping abruptly short at rocks, fromwhich the intervalto 
the next footing should be accomplished by a spring, or a drop 
of several feet, was increased in danger by the indistinct light. 
In the transit I reeeived many a sore bruise , and ere I reached 
the bottom my flannel drapery was reduced to a string of rags 
which would have done no credit to a scarecrow. 

When looking from the top of the cliff , the fire appeared 
to be immediately at its foot; but now I perceived it stood 
about half a mile off in the piain. Thither I bent my steps, 
half fearing , half hoping , what might ensue. So wearied was 
I by the fatigue of the descent, added to the long day's jour- 
ney , that even in this short space I was often obliged to halt 
and take rest. Exhaustion, hunger, and lassitude weighed me 
down, tili Iwent along with that half-despairing effort a wom- 
out swimmer makes as his last before sinking. 

A more pitiable object it would not be easy to picture. The 
blood oozing from my wound, re-opened by the exertion, had 
stained my flannel dress, which, ragged and tom, gave 
glimpses of a flgure reduced almost to a skeleton. My beard 
was long, adding to the seeming length ofmy gaimt and 
lanthom jaws , blue with fatigue and fasting. My shoes were 
in tatters , and gave no protection to my bleeding feet ; whOe 
my hands were tom and cut by grasping the rocks and boughs 
in my descent. Half stumbling, half tottering, I came onward 
tilllfoundmyself close to the great fire, at the base of a mound 
— aPrairie roll, as it is called — which formed a shelteragainst 
the east wind. 

Around the immense blaze sat a party , some of whom in 
shadow, others in strong light, presented a group the strängest 
ever my eyes beheld. Bronzed and bearded countenances, 
whose fierce expression glowed fiereer in the ruddy glare of 
the fire, were set off by costumes the oddest imaginable. 

Many wore coats of undressed sheepskin, with tall capg of 
tbe same material; others had ragged xMCLiSorcos cä ^Vff* 
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Services. One or two were dressed in * * ponchos " of red brown 
cloth, like Mexicans, and some, again, had a kind of bufiF coat, 
studdedwithcopper Ornaments, — a costume often seen among 
the half-breeds. All agreed in one feature of equipment, 
which was a broad leather belt or girdle, in which were 
fastened yarious shining implements, of which a small pick- 
axe and a hammer were alone distinguishable where I stood. 
Several moskets were piled near them, and on the scorched 
boughs of the cedars hung a little armoury of cutlasses, 
pistols , and "bewies," from which I was able to estimate the 
Company at some twenty-eight or thirty in number. Packs ' 
and knapsacks , with some rüde cooking Utensils , were strewn 
aroand ; but the great carcass of a deer which I saw in the 
flames , supported by a chevaux-de-frise of ramrods, was the 
best evidence that the cares of ^' cuisine" did not demand any 
unnecessary aid from "casseroles.'* 

A couple of great earthen pitchers passed rapidly from 
hand to band round the circle , and , by the assistance of some 
blackhead, served to beguile the time while the "roast" was 
being prepared. 

Creeping noiselessly nearer, I gained a little clump of 
brushwood scarcely more than half-a-dozen paces off, and 
then lay myself down to listen what language they were 
speaking. At first the whole buzz seemed one unmeaning 
Jargon , more like the tongue of an Indian tribe than anything 
eise; but as I listened Icould deteet words ofFrench, Spanish, 
and German. Eager to make out some clue to what class 
they might belong, I leaned forward on a bough and listened 
attentively. A stray word — a chance phrase , could I but 
catch so much , would be enough ; and I beut my ear with the 
most watchful intensity. The spot I occupied was the crest 
of the little ridge, or "Prairieroll," and gave me a perfect 
view over the group , while the black smoke rolling upwards 
effectnally concealed me from ihem. 

As I listened , I heard a deep husky voice say somethin^^itL 
English. It was only an oath , but \t ataa.«:^^^ Q.i\ss^ ^ossoSsc^ ^ 
and setmrbeart a-throbbing poTfexiviWy . W"»»! ^^^Si. x^i^^-ö.*^^ 
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branch to catch what might foUow , when smasli went thB frail 
timber, and , with a cry of terror , down I roUed behind them. 
In asecond every one was on bis legs, while a cry of "The 
Jaguars! the Jaguars!'* resounded on all sides. Thesudden 
shock over, their discipline seemed perfect; for the whole 
party had at once betaken themselves to their arms , and stood 
in a hoUow square , prepared to receive any attack. Mean- 
while, the smoke and the falling rubbish effectually shut me 
out from view. As these cleared away they caught sight of 
me, and truly never was a formidable file of musketry directed 
upon a more pitiable object. Such seemed their own con- 
viction ; for, after a second or two passed in steady contempli^ 
tion of me , the whole group burst out into a roar of savage 
laughter. "What is't?" " Ifs not human ! " being the ex- 
damations which, in more than one stränge tongue, were 
uttered. 

Unable to speak , in part from terror , in part from shock, 
I sat up on my knees, and, gesticulating with my hands, 
implored their mercy , and bespoke my own defencelessness. 
I conclude that I made a very sorry exhibition, for again 
the laughter burst forth in louder tones than before, when 
one, taking abrand of the buming firewood, came nearer to 
examine me. He threw down bis torch , and springing back- 
ward with horror, screamed out, a " l^pero ! " a " l^pero ! " In 
a moment every musket was again raised to the Shoulder, and 
directed towards me. 

"I'm not a l^pero — never was!" cried I, in Spanish. 
"Fm a poor EngUshman who has made bis escape from the 
Lazarette." I could not utter more , but feil powerless to the 
earth. 

"I know him; we were messmates," cried a gruff voice. 
" Halt ! avast there ! don't fire ! I say , my lad , crawl over to 
lee ward of the fire. There , that will do. Dash a bücket of 
water over him, Perez." 

Perez obeyed with a vengeance , for I was soaked to the^ 
skin, and attbe s&me time exposed to ^<^«(^T«3k£aL<^^gABK%^- 
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the great fire, where I steamed away like a swamp at sun- 
down« 

" AVt you Cregan, I say?" cried the same English yoiee 
whieh Bpoke before: '* a*n't you little Con , as we used to cadl 
you?»' 

' "Yes," said I, overjoyed by the recognition, without 
knowing by whom it was made; "I am the little Con you 
speak of." 

"Ah! I remembered your voice the momentlheard it," 
said he. "Don'tyourememberme?" 

" Caramba ! " broke in a savage-looking Spaniard , " we*re 
not going to catch a leprosy for the sake of your reminis- 
cences. Teil the fellowto move off, orI*ll send a bulletthrough 
him." 

"AndrilfoUowyou." 

"Andl — andl," cried two or threemore, who, suiting 
the action to the speech, threw back the pan of the flint- 
muskets to examine the priming. 

"And shall I teil you what I'U do?'* said the Englishman. 
"I'll lay the first fellow^s skull open with this hanger that£rei3 
a shot at him." 

"Will you so?" said a thin, athletic fellow, springing 
to bis legs , and drawing a long narrow-bladed knife from his 
girdle. 

" A truce there, Rivas," said another, " would you quarrt 
wiHi the Capitan for a miserable Idpero?" 

" He*s not a Capitan of my making," said Bivas, sulküy. 

"I don't care of whose making," said the Englishman, in 
his broken Spanish ; " I*m the leader of this expedition — if 
any one deny it, let him stand out and say so. If half-a-dozen 
of you deny it, come out one by one — I ask nothing better 
than to show you who's the best man here." 

A low mutikering followed this speech , but whether it were 
of admiration or anger, I could not determine. Mean^diile 
my own resolve was formed , as , gathetm^tEL^ '^MsÄi«i\si^*öcÄt, 
I roße upon one knee and said — 
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Before day broke , I was aroused by the noise of approach- 
ing departure; the band werestrappingonknapsacks, aling- 
ing musketB , and making other preparations for tiie marcL 
Halkett, as their captain, carrying nofliixig beyond bis 
weapons, and in bis air and manner assaming all the im- 
portance of command. 

The ^' Ldpero /' as I was calied , was ordere<^ to foUow the 
column at about a hnndred paces to the rear; but as J was 
spared all burthen in compassion to my weak state , I readily 
compounded for this invidious position, by the benefits it con- 
ferred. A rüde meal of rye bread and cold venison, with some 
coffee, made our breakfast, and away we started; ourpaUi 
lying through the vast Prairie I have already spoken of. 

As doring my state of ^^quarantine," which lasted sevjen 
entire days, we continued to march along over a dreary tract 
of monotonous desolation — nothing varying the dull uni- 
formity of each day's joumey, save the chance sight of a 
distant herd of buffaloes, the faint traces of an Indian war- 
party , or the blackened embers of a bivouack , — I will not 
weary my readers by dwelling on my own refleptions as I 
plodded on : enough , when I say, they were oftener sad than 
otherwise. The uncertainty regarding the object of my fellow- 
travellers , harassed my mind by a thousand odd conj^ectores. 
It was clear they were not merchants , neither could they be 
himters, still less a "war-party ;" — one of those marauding 
bands, which on the Texan frontier of Mexico levy ''black 
mail" upon the villagers, on the plea of apretended protec- 
tion against the Indians. Although well armed , neither their 
weapons, their discipline, nor, still less, their numbers, 
argued in favour of this suspicion. What they could possibly 
be, then, was an insurmountable puzzle to me. 1 knew they 
were calied Gambusinos — nothing more. Supposing thiä 
some of my readers may not be wiser than I then was, let me 
take this opportimity, while traversing the prairie, tosayjn 
a few words what they were. 

The Gambusinos are the gold-seekers of the New WgocMj 
a class, wbo in number and impoi^ASiße ^ ^t\.^<& \i^^^^\:^ ^f^ 
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the '^Yaqueros," the cattle-dealers , into two almost «quäl 
sections. T^oo poor to become possessors of mines; without 
capital for enterprise on a larger scale, thej form bands of 
wandering discovererSytraversingtheleast-knowiidiBtricts of 
the Sonora, and spending years of life in the wildest recesaes 
of the Bocky Mountains. Associating together, generalij, 
from circumstances purely accidential, thej form little com- 
munities , subject to distinct laws ; and however turbulent and 
rebellious under ordinary control, beneath the swaj of the 
self-chosen leaders, ihej are reputed to be submissive and 
obedient. • 

Their skill is, as may be judged, rüde as their habits. 
They rarely carry their researches to any depth beneath the 
surf ace ; some general rules are all their guidance , and these 
are easily acquired. They are all familiär with the fact , that 
the ßtreams, which descend from the Rocky Mountains, eithej 
towards the Atlantic or Paci£c, carry in their autumnal floods 
yast masses of earth, which form deposits in the plains; that 
these deposits are often charged with precious ores, and some- 
times contain great pieces of pure gold. They know, besides, 
that the quartz rock is the usual bed where the precious metals 
are found ; and that these rocks form spurs from the large 
mountains , easily known, because they are never clothed by 
Vegetation , and called in their phraseology " Crestones." 

A Sharp Short stroke of the "barreta," the iron-shod staff 
of the Gambusino , soon shivers the rock where treasure is 
suspected; and the fragments being submitted to the action 
of a strong fire , the existence of gold is at once tested. Often 
the mere stroke of the barreta will display the shining lustre 
of the metal without more to do. Such is, for the most part, 
the extent of their skill. ^ 

There are, of course , gradations even here ; and some will 
distinguish themselves above their fellows in the detection of 
profitable sources and rieh "crestones," while others rarely 
rise above the rank of mere " washers," — men employed to 
flift the sands and deposits of the riversmyi\i\ß)cL^^ Oöns51^^- 
duci ißgold'dust. 
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Such, then, iBthelifeof a'^Gambusino/' In this punait 
he traverses the vast continent of South America from eastto 
west, Crossing torrents , scaling clifPs , descending precipices, 
braving hunger, thirst, heat, andsnow, encountering hostile 
Indians, and the not less terrible bands of rival adventuren, 
contesting for existence with the wild animals of the desert, 
and generally at last pajing with his life the price of his 
daring intrepidity! Few, indeed, are ever seen as cid men 
among their native villages ; nearly all have found their last 
rest beneath the scorching sand of the prairie. 

Upon every other subject than that of treasure seeldng, 
their minds were a perfect blank. For iheniy the varied re- 
sources of a land abounding in the products of every clime, 
had no attraction. On the contrary, the soil which grew the 
maize, indigo, cotton, the sugar-cane , coffee, theolive, and 
the vine , seemed sterile and barren , since in such regions no 
gold was ever found. The wondrous fertility ofthat series of 
terraces which , on the Andes , unite the fruits of the torrid 
zone with the lichens of the icy north, had no value in the 
estimation of men who acknowledged but one wealth , and re- 
cognised but one idol. Their hearts tumed from the glorioufl 
Vegetation of this rieh garden to the dry courses of the tor- 
rents that fissure the Cordilleras, or the stony gorges that 
intersect the Rocky Mountains. 

The life of wild and varied adventure , too , that they led, 
was associated with these deserted and trackless wastes. To 
them, civilization presented an aspect of slavish subjection 
and duU uniformity ; while in the very vicissitudes of their 
successes there was the excitement of gambling — rieh to-day, 
they vowed a lamp of fblid gold to the " Virgin " — to-morrow, j 
in beggary, they braved the terrors of sacrilege , to steal from ] 
the very altar they had themselves decorated. What stränge ' 
and wondrous narratives did they recount as we wandered 
over that swelling prairie ! 

Many avowed that their own misdeeds had first driven 
^Aein to the life of the deserts*, and one, ^\io\kaA>^^W'ai 
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years a prisoner among theChoctaws, confessed that his heart 
still lingered with the time when he had sat as a chief beside 
the war-fire , and planned stratagems against the tribe of the 
rival Pawnees. To men of hardy and energetic temperament, 
recklessness has an immense fascination. Life is so often in 
peril, they cease to care much for whatever endangers it, and 
thus, through all their stories, the one feeling ever predo- 
minated, — a careless indifference to every risk , coupled with 
a most resolute conduct in time of danger. 

I soon managed to make myself a favourite with this 
motley assemblage: my natural aptitude to pick up lauguage, 
aided by what I already knew of French and German, assisted 
me to a knowledge of Spanish and Portuguese ; while from a 
" half-breed" I acquired a sufficiency of the Indian dialect in 
use throughout the Lower Prairies. I was fleet of foot, besides 
being a good shot with the rifle, — qualities of more request 
among my companions than many gifte of a more briÜiaut 
Order; and lastly, my skill in cookery, which I derived from 
my education on board the Firefiy^ won me high esteem and 
much honour. My life was , therefore , far from unpleasant. 
The monotony of the tract over which we marched was more 
than compensated for by the marvellous tales that beguiled 
the way. One only drawback existed on my happiness , and 
yet that was sufficient to embitter many a lonely hour of the 
night, and cast a shade over many ajoyous hour of the day. 
I am almost ashagaed to confess what that source of sorrow 
was, tb^*ainDfffti^nf^hdpS) my kind reader will already fancy 
he has anticipated my grief, and say, '*It was the remem- 
brance of Donna Maria; the memory oilier I was never to see 
more/* Alas, no! It was a feeling far more sel£sh than this 
afläicted me. The piain fact is, I was caUed "The L^pero." 
By no other name would my companions know or acknow- 
ledge me. It was thus that they first addressed me , and so 
they would not take the trouble to change my appellation. 
Not that, indeed, I dared to insinuate a wish upon the sub- 
ject: such a hint would havebeentoo\io\ÖL».Ä\x<^^XaV^TÄs.^ 
in a Company wbere one was called ^^'Bm^-^^^-ietÄ i"" — ^s^-* 
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Otter, "Colpo-di-Saiigue,"--athird, "Teufel'e Blut," «nd 
80 on. 

,^t was to no purpose that I appeared in all the vigour of 
helüith and strength. I might outrun the wildest bull of tbe 
bu£Salo herd; I might spring upon the half-trained '^mustang," 
and outstrip the antelope in her flight; I might climb the wall- 
like sorface of a cliff, and rob the eagle of her young; bat 
when I came back, the cry of welcome that met me was, 
'^ Bravo, L^pero!" And thus did I bear about with me the 
horrid badge of that dreary time when I dwelt within the 
Lazarette of Bexar. 

The very fact that the name was not used in terms of seoff 
or reproach increased the measure of its injury. It called for 
no reply on my part ; it summoned no energy of resistance; it 
was , as it were , a simple recognition of certain qualities that 
distinguished me and made up my identity, and at last, to 
such an extent did it work upon my Imagination, thatlyielded 
myself up to the delusion that I was all that they styled me — 
an outcast and a leper ! When this conviction settled down oa 
my mind , I ceased to fret as before , but a gloomy depression 
gained ppssession of me, uncheered save by the one hope, 
that my life should not be entirely spent among my present 
associates , and that I should yet be known as something eise 
than " The L^pero." 

The prairie over which we travelled never varied in aspect, 
save with the changing hours of the day. The same dreaatj 
swell — the same yellowish grass — the same scathed ani 
scorched cedars — the same hazy outlines of distant moun- 
tains that we saw y esterday, rose before us again to-day, as 
we knew they would on the morrow — tili at last our minds 
took the reflection of the scene , and we joumeyed along, 
weary, silent , and foot-sore. It was curious enough to mark 
how this depression exhibited itself upon di£Perent nationali- 
ties. The Saxon became silent and thoughtiul, with only a 
slight dash of more than ordinary care upon bis features — the 
Italian grew peevish and irritable, the Spaniard was careless 
smd Bßglectful , while tbe Erencilaiaaii \>ft^WßÄ ^oiwsmjgsi^» ^v 
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cious in the wayward excesses of his spiteful humour. Upon 
the half-breeds , two of whom were our guides, no change was 
ever perceptible. Too long accustomed to the life of the 
prairie to feel its inflnence as peculiar, they plodded on, the 
whole facnlties bent upon one fact, the discovery of the Chi- 
huahua trail , from which our new track was to diverge in a 
direetion neariy due west. 

Our march , no longer enlivened by merry stories or ex- 
eiüng narratives had become wearisome in the extreme. The 
heavy fogs of the night and the great mist which arose at 
sunset prevented all possibility of tracing the path, which 
often required the greatest skill to detect, so that we were 
obliged to travel during the sultriest hours of the day, without 
a partide of shade, our feet scorched by thehot sands, and 
our heads constantly exposed to the risk of sunstroke. Water, 
too, become each day more difficult to obtain; the signs by 
which our guides discovered its vicinity seemed , to me at 
least, little short of miraculous; and yet if by any chance 
they made a mistake , the anger of the party rose so near 
to mutiny, that nothing short of Halkett's own authority 
could restore order. Save in these altercations , without 
which rarely a day passed over, little was spoken; each 
trudged along either lost in vacuity or buried in his own 
thoughts. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

"The Placer." 

Ab for myself , mj dreamy temperament aided me greatljr. 
I could build Castles for ever; and certainly there was no lack 
of ground here for the foundation. Sometimes I fancied my- 
self suddenly become the possessor of immense riches , with 
which I should found a new colony in the very remotest re- 
gions of the west. I pictured to myself the village of my 
workmen, surrounded with its patches of cultivation in the 
midst of universal barrenness — the smiling aspect of civilized 
life in the very centre of barbarism — the smelting fumaces, 
the miUs, the great refining factories, of which I had heard 
so much, all rose to my Imagination, and my own princely 
abode , looking down upon these evidences of my wealth. 

Then, I fancied the influences of education diffusing them- 
selves among the young, who grew up with tastes and habits 
so different from those of their fathers. How pursuits of re- 
finement by degrees mingled themselves with daily require- 
ments, tili at last the silent forests would echo with the ex- 
citing strains of music, or the murmuring rillet at nightfaU 
would be accompanied by the recited verses of poetry. 

The primitive simplicity of such a life as I then pictured 
was a perfect fascination : and when wearied with thinking 
of it by day, as I dropped asleep at night, the thoughts 
would haunt my dreams unceasingly/ 

This castle-building temperament — which is , after all) 
nothing but hope engaged practically — may, when poshed 
too far, make a man dreamy, speculative, and visionary; 
but if restrained within any reasonable limits , cannot fail to 
Support the courage in many an hour of trial, and nerve UM 
heart against many a sore inEliction. I know how it kept 
up when otbera of very different thevra and ainews were fi 
^sround me, Independently oi^ibia ».öl-^^äXä^^^ «öö^^ 
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a greater one accompanied it. These self-created visions, 
however they may represent a man in a Situation of greatness 
or power, always do so to extdbit him dispensing — what 
he imagines at least to be — the virtues of such a Station I No 
one I trust ever fancied himself a monarch for the sake of all 
.the cruelties he might infiict, and all the tyrannies he might 
practise; sothat, in reality, this ^'sparring against Fortune 
with the gloves on" is admirable practice — if it be nothing 
eise. 

It was on the seventeenth day of our wanderings that the 
guide announced we had Struck into theChihuahua *Hrail/' 
and although to our eyes nothing unusual or stränge pre- 
sented itself , Hermose exhibited signs of unmistakeable pride 
and self-esteem. As I looked around me on the unvar^dng 
aspect of earth and sky, I could not help remembering my 
disappointment on a former occasion, when I heard of the 
"Banks of Newfoundland ," and fancied that the Chihuahua 
trail might have some such unseen existence as the redoubt- 
ahle "Banks" aforesaid, which however familiär to codfish 
are seldom visited by Christians. 

"The evening star will rise straight above our heads to- 
night,'' said Hermose — and he was correct; our path lay 
exactly in the very line with that bright orb. The confidence 
inspired by this prediction increased , as we found that an oc- 
casional prickly pear-tree now presented itself, with, here 
and there , a dwarf box or an acacia. As night closed in , we 
found ourselves on the skirt of what seemed a dense wood, 
bordered by the course of a dried-up torrent. A great wide 
"streak" of rocks and stones attested the force and extent 
of that river when fiUed by the mountain streams , but which 
now trickled along among the pebbles with scarcely strength 
enough to force its way. Hermdse proceeded for some dis- 
tance down into the bed of the torrent, and returned with 
a handful of sand and clay , which he presented tc^ HsiX^«^^^ 
gaying , " The rains have not been heavy enow^^ VJiaa \&\%sbX» 
^ear'a eartb." 
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Few as were the worda , they conveyed to me an imnieiiBi 
Impression of bis skill , who , in a few grains of sand taken « 
random , could distinguish the deposits of one year from tho» 
of another. 

"Howdoesitlook, Halkett?" criedone. 

" Is it heavy ?" asked another. 

''It is woröiless," said Halkett, throwingthe earthfroD 
him ; " but we are on the right track, lads, for all that : there* 
always gold where the green snake frequents." 

It was a mystery at the time to me , how Halkett knei 
of the serpenfs vicinity , for although I looked eagerly aroun« 
me, Isawnotraceof one. 

"I vow he*s a-sarchin* for the Coppernose," said a Yankee 
as he laughed heartily at my ignorance. 

"Do you see that bird, there, upon the bough of th 
cedar-tree?** said Halkett; "that's the *Choyero;* an< 
wherever he's found , the Coppemose is never far oflF. " Th 
mystery was soon explained in this wise — the "Choyero" i 
in the habit of enveloping himself in the leaves of a certai 
prickly cactus, called "Choya," with which armour he attack 
the largest of these green serpents, and always successfoll, 
— the streng, thomy spines of the plant invariably inflictin, 
death-woonds upon the snake. Some asserted that the bir 
only attacked the snake during bis season of torpor, bn 
others stoutly averred that the Choyero was a mateh for aa; 
Coppemose , in bis perfect vigour. 

The approach to the long-sought-for "Placer" was ee 
lebrated by an extra allowance of rum ; and the party coi 
yersed tili a late hour of the night , with a degree of animatio 
tiiey had not exhibited for a long time previous; stories of th 
"wasbikigs" resumed their sway — stränge wild narratlTee- 
the Chief interest in which, however striking at the time, li 
in the manner of those who related them , and were themselvi 
the actonr. They nearly all- tumed upon some inddent < 
gamblingy and were streng illustrations of how completel 
Äa iore of gain can co-exiat m^iVi. «b XÄtK^^T-MOKsÄ. >sm«ä 
wasteM and reckless, wbiie \)ot\i <iMiT^\i^^^^Tss«»^\Rft 
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indifferent to every feeling of fnendship, There was mention, 
by Chance, of a certain Narvasque, who had been the comrade 
of many of the party. 

" He is dead ," cried one. 
j;." Caramba ! " cried another, "thatis scarcely true; they 
told me he was at the Austin fair this fall." 

" You may rely on it he's dead ," said the first, " for I know 
it : he died on the Sacramento , and in this wise. We had had 
a two months' run of luck at the Crestones of Bacuachez — 
such fortune as I onlyhope we may soon see again: none 
of your filthy wash and sieve work , nor any splintering of a 
steel barreta on a flint rock, but light digging along the 
stream , and tuming up such masses of the real shining metal 
as would make your heart leap to look at — lumps of thirty — 
thirty-five— ay, forty pounds." 

"There — there, Harispe!" said an old feUow, with a 
long pipe of sugar cane, "if we are to swallow what's a comin', 
don*t choke us just now." 

*'What does an old trapper know of the diggins," said 
Harispe, contemptuously , "'tis a bee huntin' and a bird's 
nestin' you ought to be. Smash my ribs ! if he ever saw goold, 
except on the breast of a gooldfinch." Having silenced his ad- 
versary, heresumed: 

** We were all rieh by the time we reached Aranchez ; but 
what use is metal! one can't eat it, nor drink it, nor even 
sleep on't, and the fellows up there had got as much as we had 
ourselves. Everything cost twenty — no , but two hundred 
and twenty times its value! I used to cut a goold button 
off my coat every moming for a day's grub , so that we had to 
make ourselves a kind of log-hut outside the village, and try 
to vittal ourselves as best we could, There wam't much savin' 
in that plan neither , for we drank brandy all day long , and it 
cost half an ounce of goold every bottle of it ! Then we stayed 
up all night and played brag, and it was that finished Nex- 
yasque. He was a betting with Shem A.very , a.TA.^CÄ\fi^-k ^^^^ 
feltbe was In for a run of luck, layed it ou a\yÄ. V^^^^^^'^X 
aod the end o' it was, he wen all "NaivaacßaüeiÄ \»^^ \s^q\>5öo& 
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diggin's , all to a twenty-eight * ouncer' that he wouldn't hei 
for anybody -.- no , nor let any one see where he hid it. Shem 
had bis heart on that lump , and said , ^ TU go fifty oonces 
against yourlump, Narvasque;' and the other didn't take it 
at first , but up he gets and leaves the hut. *Honour biight,* 
said he , * no man follows me.' They all gave their words, and 
he went out a short distance into the wood, where he had 
a sheep's heart hanging near a rock , in the centre of which h€ 
had concealed bis treasure. He wasn*t three yards from the 
spot, when a great spotted snake darts through the long 
grass , and making a spring at the piece of meat, bolts it and 
away! Narvasque foUowed into the deep jungle, unanned 
as he was ; there a deadly combat must have ensued , for when 
bis cries aroused us, as we satwithin the hut, wefound bim 
bitten on every part of the body , and so near death , that he 
had only time to teil how it happened, when he expired." 

"And the snake? " cried several in a breath. 

"He got clear away, we gave chase for four days aftei 
bim, in vaiu ; but a fellow with as much ßpare cash aboat bim 
must have come to bad ere now." 

"The Injians has ripped bim open afore this, depend 
on't," said another. "There's scarce a snake of any size 
hasn*t an emerald or splice of gold in him." 

" There's more gold lies hidden by fellows that have nevei 
lived, or come back to claim it, than ye know of," said the 
old trapper; "and that*s the kind of *Placer' Pd like to 
Chance upon , all ready washed and smelted." 

"They talk of martyrs!" said a tall, sallow Spaniard, 
who had been educated for a priest, "let me teil you that 
those Injians, ay, even theNegroes, have endured as muoh 
torture for their gold , as ever did zeaiot for bis faith, There 
was a fellow in my father's time , up at Guajuaqualla, who, it 
was said , had concealed immense treasures , not only of gold, 
but gems, cmeralds, diamonds, and rubies: well, he noj 
only refused all offers from the Gobemador of the mines tQ 
sbare the boo ty , but he suffer ed hia toea lo \ife \a^<e:^ q>ül \s^ llui 
smelting w'ppers, rather than make ^ coTiiÄ?.«Aövi, 'X!^ 
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they tried him with what the miners call a ' nest-egg,' that is, 
a piece of gold heated almost red, and inserted into the 
spine of the back; but it was all to no use, he never spoke 
a Word." 

*^I heard of him; that was a nigger called Crick/' eried 
another. 

As for me, I heard no more. The sound of that name 

which brought up the memory of mj night at Anticosti and all 

its terrors filled my heart, besides, with a stränge swelling of 

hope, yague and ill defined it is true, but which somehow 

opened a vision of future wealth and greatness beforeme. The 

name , coupled with the place , Guajuaqualla , left no doubt 

upon my mind that they were talking of no other than the 

Black Boatswain himself. If I bomed to ask a hundred 

questions about him, a prudent forbearance held me back. I 

knew that of all men living, none are so much given to sus- 

picion and mistrust as the Gambusinos. The frauds and 

deceits etemally in practice among them , the constant con- 

cealments of treasure,the affected desertion of rieh "Placers," 

in Order to retum to them later and alone , — these and many 

like artifices suggest a universal want of confidence , which is 

ever at work to trace motives or attribute intentions for every 

Chance word or accidental expression. I restrained my cu- 

^ riosity, therefore; but from that hour forward, the negro and 

^' his hidden gold were ever before me. It mattered not where 

^ Iwas, in what companionship , or how engaged. Onefigure 

occupied the foreground of every picture. If my waking 

thoughts represented him exactly as I saw him at Anticosti, 

my sleeping fancies fiUed up a whole history of his life. I 

pictured him a slave in the ^^Barracoons" of his native land 

heavily ironed and chained. I saw him on board the slav^" 

with bent-down head and crippled limbs, cr^^^V ^h- v " w^re 

the decks. I foUowed him to the slave.m'> ^^ ^^ strem, 

^ plautation. I witnessed his sufferings, S themselves m atti- 

Ä vengeance. I tracked him as lie fLed •• ..^ ^, ^ 

% deep^moutbed bloodhounds be\imd -^ ^^^^^^ "^"^x^^^^^ 

wbile they struggled in deadly -t ^»ä mx\uäx.^\^t^\s«b^ 
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and mangled, the slave laid them dead at bis feet, and tottered 
onward to stanch bis wounds with the red gum of the liaiia. 
Then came an indistinct interval; and when I saw him nextit 
was as a gold-washer in the dark stream of the "Rio Nero," 
bis distorted limbs and mangled flesh showing through what 
Bufferings he had passed. 

Broken incoherent incidents of crime and misery , of tor- 
tured agonies and hellish vengeance, would cross mj sleeping 
imagination, amidst which one picture ever recurred, — it was 
of the negro as I saw him at Anticosti, crouching beast-like 
on the earth , and while he patted the ground with bis band, 
throwing a stealthy terrified glance on every side to see tbat 
he was not observed. Tbat he fancied himself in the act of 
concealing the gold for which .he had bartered bis very blood, 
the gesture indicated plainly enougb; and in the sameattitude 
my fancy would depict him so powerfully , so truthfiilly , too, 
tbat when I awoke, I had but to close my eyes again, and the 
Vision would come back with every colour and adjunct of 
reality. 

My preoccupation of mind could not have escaped the 
sbrewd Observation of my companions, had not theunezpected 
discovery of gold in the sands of the river effectually tumed 
every thought into another and more interesting Channel. At 
first it was mere dust was detected , but , later on , small mis- 
shapen pieces of dusky yellow were picked up , which showed 
the gold in its most valuable form , in combination with quartz 
rock. 

Up to the moment of tbat discovery all was lassitude and 
indifference. A few only gave tbemselves the trouble to wet 
^^eir feet; the greater number sitting lazily down upon the 
wasli* bank,and gazing on the "washers" with acontemptuous 
was saitf had corf*^^"^®^ ^^7 experienced, even their bumble 
but gems, emerald87^B°®6"a»<ll*'»g*^*er; tiUatlastHer- 
only refused aU offers frc8pic^a/>f gold about the thickness 
share the booty , but he suf^ t^e briUiant lustre caught their 

smelting nippers, ratber l6P «^g^* ^^*^® «*ag» *^ey sprung to 

* sxream» 
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What a sudden change came over the scene I Instead of 
the silence ofthat dark river, through whose dull current three 
or four figures waded noiselesslj, while in lazj indolence their 
companions lay smoking or sleeping near, now, in an instant, 
the whole picture became animated. With plashing water 
and wild shouts of yarious import the deep glen resounded, as 
upwards of thirty men descended into the river; and while 
some examined the bed of the stream with the **barreta8,'* 
others dived beneath the water to explore it with their hands, 
and bring up mingled masses of earth and dust, over which 
they bent with earnest gaze for many minutes together. 

Then what eries of joy or disappointment broke forth at 
every instant. There seemed at once to come over that 
hardened, timewom group of men, all the changing fickleness 
of childhood. The way ward vaciUations of hope and despair, 
— bright visions of sudden wealth , [with gloomy thoughts of 
disappointment, when, suddenly, one brought up from the 
bed of the stream something which he showed to bis neigh- 
bour, then to another, tili a knot had gathered close around 
him, among which I found myself. "What is it?" said I, 
disappointed at not seeing some great mass of yellow gold. 

**Don*t you see! It is the fossil bone of the antelope," 
said Hermose; "and when the floods have penetrated deep 
enough to unbury that, there*s little doubt but weshallfind 
gold enough.'* 

" Who says enough? " cried a Mexican , as emerging half- 
suffocated from the water he held aloft a pure piece of metal, 
nearly the size of a small apple; "of such fruit as this one 
never can eat to Indigestion ! " 

Halkett*s whistle was soon heard, summoning the whole 
party to a Council on the bank ; nor was the call long unan- 
Bwered. In an instant the tanned and swarthy figures were 
seen emerging, all dripping as they were, from the stream, 
ascending the banks , and then throwing themselves in atti- 
indes of careless ease around the leader. 

A short discussion ensued as to the loca.V\ty xsl^qv^^Xääö.^^ 
had chaoced, aome averring that it was au\]ji<ex.^oT^^\Ä^2ös3a. 
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of the "Brazo," others that it was one of those wayward 
courses into which mountain streams are directed in seasons 
of unusual rain. The controversy was a warm, and might Boon 
haye become an angry one, had not Halkett pat an end to all 
aitercation by saying, "It matters little how the place be 
called, or what its latitude; you know the Mexican adage, 
*It's always a native land where there's gold.* That there is 
some here, I have no doubt; that there is as much as will repay 
US for the halt, is another question. My advice is that we tum 
the riyer into another course , leave the present Channel dry 
and open, and then explore it thoronghly.'* 

"Well spoken, and true," said an old white-headed G-am- 
bosino ; "that is the plan in the far west, and they are the only 
fellows who go right about their work." 

The proposal was canvassed ably on all sides, and adopted 
with scarcely anything like Opposition ; and then parties were 
" told off," to carry into execution different portions of the 
labour. The section into which I feil was that of the scouts or 
explorers, who were to track the course of the streamupwards, 
and search for a suitable spot at which to commence Opera- 
tions. Hermose took the command of this party ,' and named 
the " L^pero " as his lieutenant 

The "Sierra'* through which our path lay was singularly 
wild and pictwresque. The rocks, thrown about in every 
fantastic shape, were actually covered with the tendrils of the 
liaaa, whose great blue flowers hung in luxuriant Clusters from 
every cliff and crag. Wild üg and almond trees loaded with 
fruit, red guayas and limes, met us as we adyanced, tili at 
length we found ourselyes in the yery centre of a tract rieh in 
eyery production of our gardens, and all growing in spon- 
taneous freedom and wildness. The yellow-flowering cactus, 
and the golden lobelia, that would haye been the choicest 
treasures of a conseryatory in other lands, we here broke 
branches pff to fan away the mosquitoes and the gallinippen. 
The fartlier we went, the more fhiitM and luxuriant <£id tiie 
tTMctseem. Oranges, peaches, and grapeÄ,Sxi 33\^^^TcÄa»ssra. 
oftbeir wüdeßt adundance , surtounded t» , wcA w«a>aJ*wKÄ 
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the very way beneath our feet. To fe.el the füll enchantment 
of such a Bcene , one should have been a prairie traveller for 
weeks, long-wearied and beart-sore witb the dull monotony of 
a tiresome joumey, witb fevered tongue and scorcbing feet, 
witb eyeballs red from tbe glaring sun, and temples throbbing 
from the unshaded lustre. Then, indeed, the change was like 
one ofthose wondroas transformations of a fairy tale, rather 
than mere actual life. In the transports of our delight we 
threw ourselves down among theflowering sbrabs^andcoyered 
onrselves witb blossoms and bads ; we bound the grape Clusters 
on our foreheads like bacchanals, and tied great branches of the 
orange-tree round us as scarfs. In all the wantonness of chil- 
dren, we tore the fruit in handfulls, and threw itaroundus. The 
wasteful prodigality of nature seemed to suggest excess on 
our part^prompting us to a hundred follies andextravagances. 
As if to fill up the measure of cur present joy by imparting 
the brightness of future hope, Hermose told us that such little 
Spots of luxuriant verdure were very often found intheregions 
riebest witb gold , and that we might be almost certain of dis- 
covering a yaluable Placer in our immediate vicinity. There 
yrsLB another, and that no inconsiderable, advantage attending 
these " Oases " of fertility. The Indians never dared to intrude 
upon these precincts; their superstition being that the " Trea- 
sure God ," or the * * Genius of the Mine " always had his home 
in these places , and executed summary vengeance upon all 
wbo dared to invade them. This piece of red man faith, 
however jocularly recorded, dit not meet that füll contempt 
from my comrades I could have expected. On the contrary, 
many cited instances of disasters and calamities which seemed 
like curiouscorroborationsof the creed. Indeed, Isoonsaw 
bow natnrally superstitious credences become matter of faith 
to bim who lives the wild life of the prairies. 

" Then you think we shall have to pay the price of all this 
enjoyment, Hermose?" saidl, as I lay luxurioualy^^^SÄ.^^ 
spreading banans. 

'^Qnien sähet whoknows?" exc\a\mfeÖL\vft^\xOc^^^^fc^^^ 
djaleot, and with s sKrug of the 8\iO\A^eTÄ\)ti^V\\Ä^^Ä^^^'^'^- 
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Although each event is well marked in my memory, and 
the incidents of each day indelibly fixed upon my mind, it is 
needless that I sbould dwell upon passages , which , howeyer 
at the time füll of adventure and excitement, gave no parli- 
cular direction to the course of my homble destiny. We suc- 
ceeded in finding a spot by which the bed of the river mightbe 
changed ; and after some days of hard labour we accomplished 
the task. 

The course of the stream thus left dry for a considerabl^ 
distance, became the scene of our more active exertions. Th^ 
first week or two little was discovered, save gold dust, or aJ^ 
occasional "spicula" of the metal, heavily alloyed witl^ 
copper; but as we followed up the course , towards the mou*^' 
tain, a vein of riebest ore was found, lyingnear the surfa^* 
too, and presenting masses of pure gold, many of them exceec^ " 
ing twenty ounces in weight. 

There could be no doubt that we had chanced upon a mot 
valuable Placer; and now Orders were given to erect huts, an^ 
such rüde fumaces for testing, as our skill stood in need of. 
strict Scale of profits was also etablished, and a solemn oal 
exactcd from each , to be true and faithful to bis comrades ii 
all things. Our little colony demanded various kinds o 
Service ; for , while the gold seeking was our grand object , i' 
was necessary, in order to subsist the party, that acorpso: 
trappers and hunters sbould be formed, who sbould follow th^^ 
buffalo, the red deer, and the wild bog, over the prairies. 

Many declined serving on this expedition , doubtless sus — ' 
pecting that the share of treasure which might be allotted to^^ 
the absent man, would undergo a heavy poundage. Hermose ^ 
however , whose adventurous spirit inclined more willingly to *" 
the excitement of the chase than the monotonous labour of a ^ 
washer, volunteered to go, and I offered myself to be his com- 
panion. Some half-dozen of the youngest agreed to follow us, 
and we were at once named — The Hunters to the Expedition. 

The rivalry between the two careers , good natured as it 
was, ßerved to amuse and inteteat wa^ ajaÖL-^^oÄÄ out>ä«ssJ8. 
dajrs were certain to obtaon fot ua & aVvot^ oi ^^o.«» «sA.'tööRÄ^ 
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ihdr unsaccessfol ones did not escape their share of sarcasm. 
If one party afifected to bewail the necessity of storing up 
treasure for a set of Walking gentlcmen, who passed the day in 
pleasnre-rambles about the country, the other took care to 
ezpress their discontent at retoming loaded with spoils for a 
parcel of lazy impostors , that lounged away their time on the 
bank of a river. Meanwhile both pursuits flourished admi- 
rably. Practice had made us most expert with the rifle ; and 
as we were fortunate enough tosecuresomeofthe'^mustangs/' 
and train them to the saddle, our " chasse " became both more 
profitable and pleasant. Bydegrees, too, little evidences of 
Buperfluity began to display themselves in our equipment: our 
saddles, at first made of a mere wooden trestle, with a strip of 
buffalo hide thrown across it,were now omamented withblack 
bear-skins, or the more valuable black fox-skin: our own 
costume, if not exactlyconformabletoParisian modeis, was 
comfortable and easy — a brown deer-skin tunic, fastened by a 
beltaroundthe waist; short breeches, reaching to the knee- 
cap, which was left bare, for climbing; "botas vaqueras," 
very loose at top, and serving as holsters for our pistols; and 
a cap of fox or squirrel, usually designed by the wearer , and 
exhibiting proofs of ingenuity, if not taste: such was our 
dress. 

Our weapons of rifle, and bowie-knife, and pistols, giving 
it a character, which, on the boards of a minor theatre, would 
have been a crowning " success." We were also all mounted; 
some, Hermose and myself in particular, admirably so. And 
although I often in my own heart regretted the powers of 
strength and endurance of poor " Charry ," my little mustang 
steed, with his long forelock and bis bushy moustaches, a 
stränge peculiarity of this breed, was a picture of compactness 
and agility. 

We had also constructed a rüde wagon, so rüde that I can 
even yet laugh as I think on it, to carry our spoijs, which were 
far too cumbrous for a mere horse-load , «ni ^V^sdlVSJ^ <5rö.*ööA 
prsdriea attracted such numbers oi pxaivnft ^^V?^^ ^\i\NN^toiSÄÄ 
aatobe downright perilous. If thia aaiae ^ä^ovv -t^^äxisA. ^'^" 
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actly a type for " Long Acre ,*' it was at least strong and ser- 
viceable ; and although the wheels were far nearer oral than 
circolar, thej did go round ; the noise they created in so doing 
mighthaye been disagreeable to a nervous inyalid, being 
Bomething between the scream of a railway tram and the yeÜ 
of a thousand peacocks. But l believe we rather liked it; at 
least I know that when some luckless Sybarite suggested the 
use of a little bear*s fat around the axle, he was looked on as a 
kind of barbarian to whom natore denied the least ear for 
music. 

As for the " chasse " itself, it was glorious sport Glorious 
in the unbounded freedom to wander whither one listed! — 
Glorious in the sense of mastery we feit, that we alone of all 
the millions of mankind had reached this far-away, unvisited 
tract! — Glorious in its successes, its dangers, and its toils! 
There was, besides, that endless variety of adventure prairie- 
hunting affords.' Now, it was the heavy bu£Palo, lumbering 
lazily along, and tossing his huge head in anger, astherifle 
ball pierced his dense hide ! Now, it was the proudly antlered 
stag, careering free over miles and miles of waste. At another 
time the grizzly bear was our prey, and our sport lay in the 
dense jungle , or among the dwarf scrub, through which the 
hissingrattle-snake wasdarting, affrighted at the noise. In 
more peaceful mood the antelope would be the victim ; while 
the wild turkey , or the great cock of the wood , woidd grace 
with his bright wavy feathers the cap of him whose aim was 
true at longest rifle ränge. 

And these were happy days, — the very happiest of my 
wholelife! forif, sometimes, regrets would arise about that 
road of ambition from which I had tumed off, to wander in the 
path of mere pleasure, I bethought me that no career the 
luckiest fortune could have opened to me would have de- 
veloped the same manlypowersof endurance of heat and cold, 
and of peril in a hundred shapes. In no other pursuit could I 
haye educated myself to the like life of toils and dangers, 
bringing me daily, as it were, face to face with death, tili I 
could look on him witiiout a shudder or a fear. 
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I will not saythat Donna Maria may not have passed across 
the picture of my mind-drawn regrets ; but if her fonn did in- 
deed flit past, it was to breathe a hope of some future meeting, 
some bright time to come, the recompense of all our Separa- 
tion. And I thought with pride how much more worthy of 
her would I be as the prairie-hunter — the fearless follower of 
the bear and buffalo, — aecustomed to the life of the wild 
woods, — than as the mere adventurer, whose sole stock in 
trade was the subterfuge and deeeit he coold practise on the 
unwary. 

It was Strange enough all this while that I seemed to have 
lost sight of my old giiide-star, — the great passion of my 
earlier years, the desire to be a " Gentleman." It was stranger 
still, bat, after-reflection has shown me that it was true, I 
made far greater progress toward that wished-for goal , when 
I ceased to make it the object of my ambition. 



CHAPTER IV. 

The Fate of a Gambasino. 

The "life of the prairie," with all its seeming monotony, 
was very far from wearisome. The chase, which to some 
might have presented the same unvarying aspect, to those 
who passionately loved sport, abounded in new and exciting 
ineidents. If upon one day the object of pursuit was the 
powerful bison bull , with his shaggy mane and short straight 
horns, on another, it was the swift antelope or the prairie fox, 
whose sable skin is the rarest piece of dandyism a hunter's 
pelisse can exhibit: now and then the wide-spread paw of a 
brown bear would mark the earth, and give as days of exciting 
pursuit: or again, somelndian "trail" — some red man "sign" 
— would warn us that we were approaching the hunting- 
grounds of a tribe, and that all our circumspection was 
needed. Beside these, there were changes, inappreciable to 
the uninitiated, but thorougUy undexatoo^Xs^ \jä.j mSSsÄNswÄr 
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scape itself, highly interesting. It is a well-known fact that 
the shepherd becomes conversant with the face of every sheep 
in his flock , tracing differences of expression , where others 
would recognise nothing but a blankjiniformity; so did the 
prairie, which at first presented one unvarying expanse , be- 
come at last marked by a hundred peculiarities, with whicli 
close Observation made us intimate. Indeed I often wondered 
how a great stretching piain, without a house, a tree, a shrub 
or a trickling brook , could supply the materials of seenic in- 
terest, and the explanation is almost as difficult as the fact 
One must have lived the life of solitude and Isolation whicl 
these wild wastes compel, to feel how every moss-clad ston« 
can have its meaning — how the presence of some little in 
ßignificant liehen indicates the vicinity of water — how th< 
blue foxbell shows where honey is to be found — how the fain 
Spiral motion of the pim grass gives warning that rain is nigl 
at band. Then with what interest at each sunset is the horizoi 
invested, when the eye can pierce space to a vast extent', an( 
mark the fog-banks which tower afar off, and distinguish th< 
gathering clouds from the dark-backed herd of buffaloes, or j 
group of Indians on a march. Every prairie "roll," everj 
dip and undulation of that vast surface , had its own interest 
tili at length I learned to think that all other prospects mus 
be tarne, spiritless, and unexciting, in comparison witl 
that glorious expanse, where sky and earth were one 
and where the clouds alone threw shadows upon the vas 
piain. 

The habit of a hunter's life in such scenes, the constani 
watchfulness against sudden peril, inspire a frame of mind ii 
which deep reflectiveness is blended with a readiness anc 
promptitude of action, gifts which circumstances far mor< 
favourable to moral training do not always supply. The lon^ 
day passed in total solitude, since very often the party se 
parates to rendezvous at nightfall, necessarily calls foi 
thought; not indeed the dreamy reverie of the visionary for 
getfiü of himself and all the world, but ofthat active, stirnng 
mental Operation, which demands effort and will. Iffancifa 
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pictures of the future as we would wish to make it, intervene, 
they come without displacing the stem realities of the present, 
any more than the far distances of a picture interfere with the 
figures of the foreground. 

Forgive, most kind reader, the prolix fondness with which 
I linger on this theme. Fortune gave me but scant oppor- 
tunity of cultivation, but my best schooling was obtained upon 
the prairies. It was there I leamed the virtue of self-reliance, 
the only real independence. It was there I taughtmyself to 
endure reyerses without disappointment, and bear hardships 
without repining. It was there I came to know that he who 
would win an upward way in life must not build upon some 
self-imagined superiority, but boldly enter the lists with 
others, and make competitorship the test of his capacity. They 
were inferior acquirements, it is true; but I leamed also to 
bear hunger and cold, and want of rest and sleep, which in my 
after-life were not without their value. It would savour too 
much of a **buH" for him who writes his own memoirs to apo- 
logize for egotism , still I do feel compunctions of conscience 
about the length of these personal details — and now to my 
story. 

While we pursued our hunting pastime over the prairies, 
the " expedition" was successful beyond all expectation. No 
Booner was the bed of the river laid bare , than gold was dis- 
covered in quantities, and the " washers" despising the siower 
process of "sifting," betook themselves to the pick and the 
** barreta," like their comrades. It was a season of rejoicing, 
and, sofaras ourhumble means permitted, offestivity; for 
though abounding in gold, our daily food was buffalo and 
" tough doe," unseasoned by bread, or anything that could 
prove its Substitute. If the days were passed in successful 
labour, the evenings were prolonged with narratives of the late 
discoveries , and gorgeous imaginings of the future , as each 
fancied the bright vista should be. Some, were for a life of 
unbounded excess and dissipation — the **amende," as they 
deemed it, for all their toil and endurance \ otbera^witisÄ:^^^^ 
a career of spleadour and display ia l\Lß OVöi ^^"^^» ^Wä 
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Frenchman raved of Paris and its caf^s and restaaranta, its 
theatres and its thousand pleasures. A few speculated npon 
setting forth on fresh expeditions with better means of suc- 
cess. Halkett aloue bethought him of home and of an 
aged mother, in the far-away valley of Llanberris, whose 
remainder of life he longed to render easy and inde- 
pendent. 

Nor was it the least courageous act of his daring life, to 
avowsuch a feeling among such associates. How theylaughed 
at his humility ! how they scoffed at the filial reverence of the 
Gambnsino ! Few of them had known a parent*8 care. Most 
were outcasts from their birth, and started in life with that sei- 
fish indifference to all others which is so often the passport to 
success. 1 saw this, and perceived how affection and sym- 
pathy are so much additional weight upon the back of him 
" who ent^rs for the plate of Fortune; " but yet my esteem for 
Halkett increased from that moment. 1 fancied that bis 
capacity for labour and exertion was greater, from the force 
of a higher and a nobler impulse than that which animated the 
others ; and I thought I could trace to this source the untiiing 
energy for which he wasconspicuous above all the rest. It was 
evident, too, that this "weakness," as they deemed it, had 
sapped nothing of his courage, nor detracted in aught from 
his resolute daring — ever foremost, as he was, wherever peril 
was to be confronted. 

I ruminated long and frequently over this, to me, singular 
traitof character. Whole days as 1 rambled the prairies alone 
in search of game ; the tedious hours of the night I would lie 
awake, speculating upon it, and wondering if it were impulses 
of this nature that elevated men to high deeds and generous 
actions ; and — to realize my conception in one word — made 
them " Grentlemen." 

To be sure,in all the accessoryadvantagesof such, Halkett 
was most lamentaj}ly deficient, and it would have been labour 
in vain to endeavour to conform him to any one of the usages 
oftbe poUte world^ and yet, Itbought, m\^\.\\.xiQ.\.\i^^w^ 
siMe tbat this rüde uiiletteredmanimg\it\v«i.NeV\>i>DMi^^^^ 
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the recesses of bis own heart, all those finer instincts , all those 
refinements of high feeling and honour that make up a gentle- 
man, — like a lump of pure virgin gold encased in a mass of 
pudding-stone. The study of this problem took an intense 
hold upon me; for while I could recognise in myself a consid- 
erable power of imitating all the observances of the well-bred 
World, I grieved to see that these graces were mere garments, 
which no more influenced a man's real actions than the colour 
of bis coat or the shape of bis hat will affect the stages of an 
ague or the paroxysms of a fever. 

To become a *'gentleman," according to my very crude 
notions of that char acter, was thejruling principle of my life. 
I knew that rank; wealth, and Station, were all indispensably 
requisite ; but these I also fancied might be easily counter- 
feited , while other gifts must be absolutely possessed ; — such 
as a good address; a skill in all manly exercises; a personal 
courage ever ready to the proof ; a steady adherence to a 
pledged word. Now I tried to educate myself to all these, 
and to a certain extent , I succeeded. In fact , I experienced 
what all men have who have set up a Standard before them, 
that constant measurement will make one grow taller. I fan- 
cied that Halkett and myself were on the way to the same 
object, by different roads. Forgive the absurd presumption, 
most benevolent reader; for there is really something in- 
sufferably ludicrous in the very thought; and I make the 
< * conf ession " now only in the fulness of a heart which is deter- 
mined to have no concealments. 

That I rode my "mustang" with a greater air — that I 
wore my black fox pelisse more jauntily — that I slung my 
rifle at my back with a certain affectation of grace — that I 
was altogether "gotup"with an eye to the picturesque, did 
not escape my companions, who made themselves vastly merry 
at pretensions which , in their eyes , were so supremely ridi- 
culous; but which amply repaid me for all the sarcasm.^ Vx^ 
suggesting a change of their namefoxme, — xo^ cAÖl«."^^^^- 
tion, ''IJL^pero," being abandonedfor ^^1\ C.o\i^^ ;' — "ökä 
Count It mattera Utile in what spixit y om gW ^ a.TÄ«ca ^^^^^- 
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liar designation: the world take it up in their own fashion, 
and he himself conforms to it, whether for good or evil. 

Aß the "Cond^," I doubtless displayed many a laughable 
affectation, and did many things in open caricature of the 
title; but, on the other band, the name spurred me on to 
actions of most perilous daring, and made me confront danger 
for the very sake of the hazard ; tili , by degrees , I saw that 
the designation conferred upon me — at first in mockery — 
became a mark of honourable esteem among my comrades. 

The Prairie was fruitful in incidents to test my courage. 
As the season wore on , and game became more scarce , we 
were compelled to pnrsue the "bison" into distant tracks, 
verging upon the hunting-grounds of an Indian tribe, called 
the Camanches. At first our "rencontres" were confined to 
meeting with a scout, or some small outlying party of the 
tribe ; but later on , we ventured fui*ther within their frontier, 
and upon one occasion we penetrated a long and winding 
ravine, which expanded into a small piain, in the midst of 
which, to our amazement, we beheld their village. 

The scene was in every way a striking one. It was a few 
minutes after sunset, and while yet the "yellow glory " of the 
hour bathed the earth , that we saw the cane wigwams of the 
" Camanches," as they stood at either side of a little river that, 
with many a curve, meandered through the piain. Some 
squaws were seated on the banks , and a number of children 
were sporting in the stream , which appeared too shallow for 
swimming. Here and there , at the door of the wigwams, an 
old man was sitting smoking. Some mustangs, seemingly 
fresh caught, were picketed in a circle, and a few boys were 
amusing themselves, tormenting the animals into bounds and 
curvets — the laughter the sport excited being audible where 
we stood. The soft influence of the hour — the placid beauty 
of the picture — the semblance of tranquil security impressed 
on everything — the very childish gambols — were all Images 
so füll of home and homelike memories , that we halted and 
gazed on the scene in speechless emotion. Perhaps each of us 
at that moment had traversed in imagination hcdf a world of 
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Space, and was once again a child ! As for myself, infancy had 
been " no fairy dream ," and yet my eyes fiUed up , and yet my 
lip quivered as I looked. 

It was evident that the warriors of the tribe were absent on 
some expedition. The few figures that moved about were 
either the very old , the very young, or the squaws, who, in all 
the enjoyment of that gossiping, as fashionable in the wild 
regions of the West as in the gilded boudoirs of Paris , sat 
enjoying the cool luxury of the twilight. 

Oor party consisted of only four and myself ; and standing, 
as we did, in a grove of nut-trees, were perfectly concealed 
from view; no sense of danger then interfered with our enjoy- 
ment of the prospect ; we gazed calmly on the scene on which 
"we looked. 

"Senhor Cond^," whispered one of my party, a swarthy 
Spaniard from the Basque, *'what a foray we might make 
yonder; their young men are absent; they could make no 
defence. Caramba! it would be rare sport." '^ 

"Conde mio!" cried a Mexican, who had once been a 
horse-dealer , "I see mnstangs yonder worth five hundred dol- 
lars, if they are worth a cent; let us have a dash forward, and 
carry them off." 

** There is gold in that village," muttered an oldRanchero, 
with a white moustache; "I see sifting-sieves drying beside 
the stream." 

And so, thought I to myself, these are the associates, who, 
a moment back , I dreamed were sharing my thoughts , and 
whose hearts, 1 fancied, were overflowing with sottest emo- 
tions. One, indeed, had not pronounced, and to him I turned 
in hope. He was a dark-eyed , sharp-featured Breton. " And 
you, Claude," said I, "what are your thoughts on this 
matter?" 

"I leaye all in the hands of my captain ," said he , saluting 
in military fashion; ^'but if there be a pillage, I claim the 
woman that is sitting on the rock yonder, with a yellow girdle 
round her, as mine." 

The CoMfesmns of Con Cregan» IL ^ 
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I tumed away in utter dlsappointment. The robber-spirit 
was the only one I had evoked, and I grew sick at heartto 
think of it. How is it, that, in certain moods of mind, the viceB 
we are conversant with assume a double coarseness , and tha^ 
we feel repugnance to what daily habit had seemed to hav^ 
innred us? 

"Is it to be, or not?" growled the Spaniard, who, haviiL.^3 
tightened bis girths , and examined the lock of his rifle , no 
stood in somewhat impatient anxiety. 

" Since when have we become banditti/'said I, insultingl; 
'Hhat we are to attack and pillage helpless women an 
children? Are these the lessons Halkett has taught us? B 
to the camp. Let us have no more of such counsels." 

** We meet nothing but scoffs and jibes when we re 
empty-handed ," muttered the Spaniard. "It is seldom suc 
an opportunity offers of a heavy booty." 

"Kight-about," saidl, imperiously, not caring to risk m;, 
ascendeucy by debating the question further. They obeyec^^^ 
without a Word; but it was easy to see that the spirit of mutiny*^ 
was but sleeping. For some miles of the way a dreary silence^^ 
pervaded the party. I tried all in my power to bring back our ' 
old good understanding, and erase the memory of the late 
altercation; but even my friend Narvasque held aloof, and 
seemed to side with the others. I was vexed and irritated to a 
degree the amount of the incident was far from warranting; 
nor was the fact that we were retuming without any success 
without its influence. Moody and sad , I rode alone at their 
head, not making any further effort to renew their confidence, 
when suddenly a spotted bück started from the shelter of a 
Prairie roll , and took his way across the piain. To unsling 
my rifle and fire at him was the work of half a minute. My 
shot missed ; and I heard , or thought I heard , a burst of con- 
temptuous laughter behind me. Without tuming my head, 
I spurred my horse to a sharp gallop , and proceeded to reload 
my rifle as I went. The bück had, however, got a " long start" 
of me; and aithough my mustang ^laöi \io>ik «^^^^ «si.d «n- 
durance, Isoon saw that the c\iaae^o\ild^toN^^aÄ«^«t^oaa%\ 
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and, affcer a bot pursoit of half a mile, I pulled up and whc 
about. Where was my party ? not a trace of them was to Ul 
Seen. I rode up a litüe slope of the Prairie, and then, at a 
^eat way off, I conld descry their figares, as with fiirioos 
speed they were hastening back in the direction of tke 
Camanche village. I cannot express the bittemess of tbe 
Eeeling that came over me. 

It was no longer the sense of outraged bumanity wbich 
Glied my beart. Selfisbness usuxped the ground altogether, 
and it was the injured honour of a leader, wbose Orders bad 
fceen despised. It was the afiront to my authority wounded 
Kne so deeply. Then I fancied to myself their üiumphant 
Äretum to the camp , laden with the spoils of victory, and füll 
of heroic stories of their own deeds; wbile I, the captain of the 
Rsand , should have nothing to coutribute but a lame narrative 
of misplaced compassion, wbich some might call by even a 
Miarsher name. Alas for weak principle ! I wished myself back 
Sit their head a hundred times over. There was no atrocity 
"that, for a minute or two, I did not feel myself capable of ; I 
»eally believe that, if any other course were open to me, I bad 
aiever tumed my steps back toward tbe camp. Crest-fallen 
«nd sad indeed was I , as I rode forward — now, cursing the 
insubordinate rabble that deserted me — now, inveigbing 
^against my own silly efforts to change tbe ferocious instincts 
of such natures. In my bittemess of spirit I attributed all to 
:my foolish ambition of being ** the gentleman." Wbat bnsiness 
liad such a character there? or wbat possible link could bind 
bim to such companionship? In my discontent, too, I fancied 
i;bat these "gentlemen" traits were like studding-sails , only 
available in fine weather, and with a fair wind; but that for 
tbe storms and squalls of life, such fine-spun canvas was 
altogether unsuited. Is it needfal I should say that I lived to 
discover tbis to be an error? 

To reach the camp ere nigbtfall, I was obliged to ride fast^ 
and tbe quick stride of my "half-breed" ^dTCiox^\.QT^jÄ::^ \s!^ 
splnis tban all zn^-plulosophizings . 
Tbe Blight breeze of sunset was blomng o^ct ^<&^^«äeä-i 
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i^I came in ßight of the skirting of nut-wood Yf\d<^ 
.^eltered the camp to the "south'ard." It was like hoiö^» 
somehow, that spot. The retum to it each evening, had giveo 
it that character , and one's instincts are invariably at work to 
make Substitutes for all the "prestiges" that teil of family 
and friends. I experienced the feeling strongly now, as I 
entered the wood , and spurred my nag onward, impatient to 
catch a glimpse at the watch-fires. As I issued from the 
copse , and looked up towards the little table-land where the 
camp used to stand , I saw nothing that spoke of my friends. 
There were no fires : not a figure moved on the spot. I pressed 
eagerly forward to ascertain the reason ; my mind fuU of its 
own explanation of the fact, in which, I own it, fears were 
^already blending. Perhaps they had removed somewhat 
higher up the stream : perhaps the Camanches had been there, 
and a battle had been fought : perhaps — . But why continue? 
Already I stood upon the spreading surface of table-land , and 
was nearing the spot where all our huts were built, and now a 
deep booming noise filled my ears — a hoUow, cavemous 
sound, like the sea surging within some rocky cave. I 
listened : it grew fuUer and louder , or seemed to do so , and I 
could mark sounds that resembled the crashing of timber and 
the Splintering of rocks. 

My suspenso had now risen to torture, and my poor 
mustang, equally frightened as myself, refused to move a step, 
but stood with his ears flattened back, fore legs extended, and 
protruded nostril, sniffing, in a very paroxysm of fright. 

I dismounted, and fastening his head to his fore leg, in 
Mexican fashion, advanced on foot. Each step I made brought 
me nearer to the sounds , which now I perceived were those of 
a fast-roUing river. A horrid dread shot through my heart — 
my senses reeled as it Struck me, — but with an efifort,! sprang 
forward, and there, deep below me, in a boHing ocean of foam, 
roUed the river along the Channel which we had succeeded in 
damming up , on the mountain side , and in whose dry bed all 
oarlaboura bad been foUowed, In «a \3qb\a.ti\> ^^ ^>mJä \x<q^ 
rerealed itaelf before me : the streasa ^ ä^oX^wlVj x^ääI^öömö^ 
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Wi the distant mountains, had overbome the barrier, and 

^7 1 ^ßscending with all its force, had carried away village, mines, 

■ r; I *nd every trace of the ill-fated " Expedition." The very trees 

that grew along the banks were at first undermined , and then 

swept away, and might be seen waving their great branches 

abore the flood , and then disappearing for ever — like gigan- 

tic figures struggling in the agony of drowning. The rüde 

smelting-house, bullt of heavy stones and masses of rock, had 

been carried down with the rest Trees whose huge size 

t attested ages of growth reeled with the shock that shook the 

earth beside them, and seemed to tremble at their own Coming 

destiny. 

The inundation continued to increase at each instant , and 

more than once the "yellowest" waves compelled me to re- 

tire. This it was wluch first led me to despair of my poor 

^^Homrades, since I inferred that the torrent had burst its 

^[^ only a short space before my arrival, and as the sunsct 

^l^our when all the gold discovered during the day was 

before being deposited in the smelting-house. I 

.wored that my companions were overtaken at that 

^ «t^ment by the descending flood , and that none had escaped 

^ destraction. 

However the sad event took place, I never saw any of 
tbem after, and although I tracked the stream for miles , and 
spent the entire of two days in search of them , I did not dis- 
cover one trace of the luckless expcdition. So changed had 
everything become — such a terrible alteration had the 
scene undergone — that whenever I awoke from a sleep, short 
and broken as my feverish thoughts would make it, it was 
^th difficulty I could believe that this was once the " Camp : " 
that where that swoUen and angry torrent roUed , had been 
the dry, gravelly bed where joyous parties laboured; that 
beneaäi those cedars , where now the young alligator stirred 
the muddy slime, we used to sit, and chal vxii^\^«Ä^T».\.^w£t- 
panionsbip/ tbat human jojBy and passionB , axi^\iQ^^'a» ^^^^ 
Jired and ßowished in that little space ^\iexft txjmi ^xi^^^'«»'^»- 
latioa badnow eet their marks', and wlieie tYi^^^^^^'^^^''" 
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eller would not linger, so sorrow-struck and sad was every 
feature of the scene. 

Poor Halkett was uppermost in my thoughts; his remem- 
brance of his old mother ; his plans for her future happiness 
and comfort, formed, doubtless many a long year before, 
and only realized to be dashed for ever! How many a 
Wanderer and outcast, doubtless, like him, have sunk into 
unhonoured graves in f ar-away lands , and of whom no trace 
existS) and who are classed among the worthless and the 
heartless of their families ; and yet , if we had record of them, 
we might leam, perhaps, how thoughts of home — of some 
dear mother — of some kindsister — of some brother, who 
had been more than father — had spirited them on to deeds of 
daring and privation — and how, in all the terrible conflict 
of danger in which their days were spent, one bright hope 
of retuming home at last — glittered like a light ship on a 
lonely sea, and shed a radiance, when all around was dark 
and dreary. 

The third day broke , and still found me lingering beside 
the fatal torrent, not only without meeting with any of my 
former comrades , but even of that party who had retumed to 
the Indian village , not one came back. In humble imitation 
of Prairie habit , I erected a little cross on the spot , and with 
my penknife inscribed poor Halkett's name. This done, I 
led my horse slowly away through the tangled underwood, 
tili I reached the open piain, then I Struck out in a gallop, 
and rode in the direction where the sun was setting. 

The mere detail of personal adventures, in which the 
traits of character, or the ever-varying aspects of human 
nature find no place , must always prove wearisome. The 
most " hair-breadth *scapes " require for their interest the piay 
of passions and emotions, and in this wise theperils of the 
lonely traveller amid the deserts of the Far West could not vie 
in interest with the slightest incident of domestic life, wherein 
human cares and hopes and joys are mingled up. 
I will not longer trespass on tYie \ivflw\^^Ti<c^ oi ^\s5 <wifl who 
^^ accomp&nied me so far, "by Wugetm^ ON«t \)aÄ %s^^S3&^ 
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of my Prairie life — nor teil by what chances I escaped death 
in some of its most appalling forms. The "Choctaw," the 
j aguar , the spotted leopard of the jungle , the Cayman of the 
sand lakes , had each in turn marked me for its prey , and yet, 
preserved from every peril, I succeeded in reaching the little 
village of "La Noria," or the "Well," which occupies one 
of the opening gorges of the Rocky Mountains, at the out- 
skirts of which some of the inhabitants found me asleep , with 
clothing reduced to very rags , nothing remaining of all my 
equipment save my rifle, and a little canvas pouch of am- 
munition. 

My entertainers were miners , whose extreme poverty and 
privation would have been inexplicable , had I not leamed 
that the settlement was formed exclusively of convicts , who 
had either been pardoned during the term of their sentence, 
or, having completed their time, preferred passing the re- 
mainder of their lives in exile. As a "billet of conduct" was 
necessary to all who settled at the village, the inhabitants, 
with a very few exceptions , were peaceable , quiet , and in- 
offensive, and of the less well disposed, a rigidly severe 
police took the most effective Charge. 

Had there been any way of disposing of me, I should not 
have been suffered to remain; but as there was no "parish" 
to which they could "send me on," nor any distinct fand upon 
which to Charge me , I was retained in a spirit of rüde com- 
passion, for which, had it even been rüder, I had been grate- 
ful. The " Gobemador " of the settlement was an old Mexican 
officer of Santa Anna's staff, called Salezar, and whose 
'*promotion" was a kind of penalty imposed upon him for his 
robberies and extortions in the commissariat of the army. He 
was not altogether unworthy of the trust, since it was asserted 
that there never was a convict vice nor iniquity in which he 
was not thoroughly versed , nor could any scheme be hatched, 
the clue to which his dark ingenuity could not discover. 

I was summoned before him on the day of my ax^v?^^ ^ösä^ 
certainly a greater contrast could iiot\iaiN^\i^^Ti^^^vt^^*ööÄiö. 
was tbe brarery ofhia costume to Üie Tag* oi tocoä. k.'^^^sß^s^ 
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hat and feathers , such as is only seen upon the stage , sur- 
mounted his great red and carbuncled face ; a pair of fiery 
red moustaches , twisted into two complete circles, with a tidl 
out of them like an eccentric " Q;" a sky-blue jacket covered 
with silver buttons ; tightpantaloonsofthe same colour, and 
Hessian boots , made up the chief details of a figure , wbose 
unwieldy size the tightness of the dress did not by any means 
set offto advantage. He wore besides a quantity of daggers, 
pistols, and stilettos, suspeuded around his person, and a 
huge Barcelona blade hung by two silver chains from his side, 
the rattle and jingle of which , as he spoke, appeared to give 
him the most lively pleasure. I was ordered to stand before 
a table at which he sat, with a kind of secretary at his aide, 
while he interrogated me as to who I was, whence I came, the 
object of my journey, and so forth. My account of myself 
was given in the very briefest way I could devise — totally 
devoid of all colouring or exaggeration , and, forme^ witha 
most Singular avoidance of the romantic; and yet, to my 
utter discomfiture, from the very announcement of my name, 
down to the last incident of my journey, he characterized 
every statement by the very short and emphatic word " a li«," 
desiring the secretary to record the same in his "Ledger,*' as 
his own firm conviction; "and add," said he, solemnly, 
"thatthe fellow is a spy from the States of North America — 
that he probably belonged to some exploring party into our 
frontier — and that he will most certainly be hanged when- 
ever the smallest offence is proved against him." These 
benign words were most royally spoken , and I made my ac- 
knowledgments for them by taking oflPmy tattered and greasy 
cap , and , with a most urbane bow, wishing him health and 
happiness for half a Century to come, to pronounce similar 
blessings upon many others. 

Thebystandersdidlook, Iconfess, somewhat terrified at 

my Impromptu courtesy; but Salezar, upon whom my rags, 

and my grotesque appearance generally, produced a rather 

amuaing effect, laughed heaxtily, and ba^de them give me 

iüfomething to eat. The oxder , B\m^\e «svöi \xA.^^^Mä ^>k 
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was , at least to me , seemed to evoke the strängest signs of 
surprise and astonisbment, and not unreasonably ; for, as I 
afterwards came to know, no Lazurus eat of the crumbs 
which feil from this "rieh man's table," while from thepoor 
berd of the settlers , not a ernst nor a parehed pea could be 
expected, as they were fed by rations so scantily doled out as 
barely to support life. The order to feed me was therefore 
issued pretty much in the same spirit whieh made Marie An- 
toinette recommend the starving people to eat " brioche." As 
no one was to be found, however, bold enough to express 
a doubt as to the facility of the measure, I was led away in 
silence. 

A yery animated little discussion arose in the street as to 
what I was to get? where to have it? and who to give itV dif- 
ficolties which none seemed able to solve by any explanation 
save the usual Mexican one of "quien sabe?" or "who 
knows?" having uttered which in accents ofvery convincing 
embarrassment, each went bis way, leaving me standing with 
an old mule-driver, the only one who hadnotdeliveredhim- 
seif of this Speech. 

*Now it chanced that the well from which thevillage derived 
its name of "La Noria"had originally been worked by two 
mules, who having died off, their places were supplied by 
two miserable asses of the prairie breed, creatures not much 
bigger than sheep , and scarcely strenger. These wretched 
beasts had been for years past stimulated to their daily labour 
by the assiduous persecutions of a fierce English buU-dog, 
who, with bark and bite, made their lives a very pretty mar- 
tyrdom. Either wom-out by bis unremitting exertions, or 
that asses' flesh (of which , from their hocks and bind quarters 
generally, he freely partook) disagreed with him, the animal 
sickened and died, leaving the poor Mulero to bis own un- 
aided devices to drive the donkeys round the charmed circle. 
I believe that he did all that mere man was capable of — in 
fact, ineverything, save usin^ bis teeth, he imitated cWel^ 
the practises of the illustrious defunct. ^xjX. «ää^^ *^^x^j^ 
tliejr were, they aoon discovered tlial \]![i^ ''^ ^^^^\. \ftö?w:^^ ^-roc- 
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ciple** was wanting, and betook themselves to a far easier 
and more congenial mode of doing the day's work. 

Now the Mulero was a man of tbought and reflection , and 
it occurred to him that if asses , however inadequaiely , could 
yet, insomesort, perform the functions of mules, there was 
no reason why a man , even a very poor-looking and ragged 
one , should not replace a buU-dog. There was that hungry, 
half-starved look about me, too, that vouched my temper 
would not be of the sweetest: and he eyed me with the glance 
of a connoisseur. At last Mijo — for such was he called — 
made the proposal to me in all form; explaining that my 
predecessor had had bis rations allowed him like a colonist, 
and was entitled to sleep undercover at the houseof bis former 
mistress, La Seühora Dias, "who," he added, with a sly 
wink, "was my countrywoman." Well knowing that a 
Mexican never boggles at a lie , no matter how broad and pal- 
pable , I took no notice of what I at once concluded to be im- 
possible; but proceeded to inquire as to the precise functions 
I might be expected to perform in my canine capacity. 

" A mere nothing ," said he , with a shrug of bis Shoulders : 
"we hamess the beasts at daybreak, say three o'clock; by 
eight the water is all up ; then you can sleep or amuse yourself 
tili four of the aftemoon, when the Commandante Salezar 
likes to have cool water for bis bath ; that only takes an hour ; 
then you are free again tili night closes in." 

"And what then?" askedl, impatiently. 

" You have your rounds at night." 

"Myrounds! where, and what for V" 

" Against the prairie wolves, that now and then are daring 
enough to come down into the very settlement, and carry ofi 
kidsandlambs; ay, and sometimes don't stop there." 

He winked with a terrible significance at the last words. 

" So , then , I am not only to bark at the asses all day, 
but I am to bay the wolves by night?" said I, half in- 
dignantly. *» 

"2/22/>odidit,*' respondedhe, withanod. 
^'jSTewHsadog, /SeflhorMijo," saidl. 
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"Ah, that he was!" added he, in a tone very difPerent 
irom my remark, accompanying it with a most disparaging 
glanee at my ragged habiliments. I read the whole meauing 
of the look at once , and hung my head , abashed at the dis- 
paraging comparison. 

He waited patiently for my reply , and perceiving that I 
was still silent , he said , " Well , is it a bargain ? " : 

"Agreed," saidl, withasigh; and wonderingif Fortune 
had yet any lower depths in störe for me , I foUowed him to 
bis hat. Mijo proceeded to acquaint me with all the details 
ofmyoffice, and also certain peculiarities of the twobeasts 
for whose especial misery I was engaged. If compassion could 
bave entered into my nature, it might have moved me at sight 
of them. Their haunches and hocks were notched and scored 
with the marks of teeth, while their tails were a series of 
round balls, like certain old-fashioned bell-ropes , the result 
of days of suflPering. 

"lam so accustomed to the name, Imust call you *Lupo,'*' 
said Mijo ; "you have no objection ? ' 

"Not in the least ," said I ; " if a * dog in office ,* why not a 
doginname?" 

That same day I was conducted to the " Tienda del Gato," 
the shop of "The Cat," at the sign of which animal La 
Senhora Dias resided. It was a small cottage at the very ex- 
tremity of the village , in a somewhat pretty garden , and here 
a kind of canteen was held, at which the settlers procured 
eigars , brandy , and other like luxuries , in exchange for their 
"tickets of labour." 

Of the Senhora, some mystery existed: the populär rumour 
was , that she had been the favourite mistress of Santa Anna, 
whose influence , however , could not rescue her firom the fate 
of a convict, to which she was sentenced for forgery. Her 
great patron contrived , however, to release her from thein- 
dignity of a penal settlement , and placed her at "La Noria," 
where she had resided two years. Some said that it was to 
conceal herseif from the pxying cxmosvty Oii ^i\i^ ^\5\!^5«.\ ^is^- 
otber, tbatitw&ato hide thebiaTLdoit\i^\eXNÄt''''^;'\ssxE«Ä.^ 
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with a hot iron in her forehead : others , again , that it was by 
Santa Anna's express order (but what the reason?) she always 
wore a black velvet mask, which, since her arrival at the 
, village , none had seen her remove. 

A hundred stories , one more absurd than another , were 
circulated about her high birth and condition , and the vast 
wealth she had once possessed. The only real clue I could 
discover to these narratives, being the simple fact that her 
dog , a fierce English bull - dog — my own predecessor , aud 
who by peculiar favour was permitted to accompany her — 
used to wear a massive silver collar, richly chased and or- 
namented : fiction, indeed, had invested it with precious stones 
and gems, but these were purely imaginative omaments. 
Even devoid of jewels, such was deemed an unequivocal proof 
of riches among those whose poverty was of the very lowest 
Order, and La Seilhora Dias bought her " millionaire " cha- 
racter at a cheap price. To me , the most interesting part in 
herstory was that which calledher my countrywoman , and 
yetthis seemed so unlikely, and was coupled with somuch 
that I knew to be impossible , that I did not venture to be- 
lieve it. 

Itwasthehourofthe siesta when we reached "theCat," 
so that I had no opportunity of seeing the Senhora. Mijo 
conducted me to a little building in the garden, originally 
built as a hut for a man who watched the fruit , but latterly 
inhabited by Lupo. There I was installed at once. Some 
chestnut-leaves were my bed, a small spring aflPorded mo 
water; I was to receive eight ounces of maize bread each 
day, with half an ounce ofcoffee — Lupo had "taken" the 
latter *'out" in sausages. Ofthe fruit of the garden, con- 
sisting of limes, oranges , peaches , and mangoes , I was free 
of whatever feil to the ground — a species of black -mail that 
never failed me at the dessert. These were my perquisites, 
my duties I already knew; and so Mijo left me, to recruit 
myself byoneday'srest, andon "the morrow," tobeginmy 
labours. 
Ißball never forget the stränge m^laage oi i^^vcv^^ ^ ^V^- 
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surable and the reverse , which came over me as I first found 
myself alone , and had time to think over my condition. Many 
would perhaps have said that the degradation would have 
mastered all other thoughts , and that the life to which I was 
reduced would have tended to break down all self-respect and 
esteem. Whether to my credit or otherwise , I know not , but 
I did not feel thus — nay , I even went so far as to congratulate 
myself that a source of livelihood was open to me , which did 
not involve me in forced companionship , and that I might 
devote so many hours of each day to my own undisturbed 
thoughts , as I wandered about that vast garden , in which no 
other than myself appeared ever to set foot. 

Culture it had none, nor seemed to need it : one of my du- 
tieswaS) topluckthe ripe fruit every day, ere I issued forth 
to the " Well," and place the baskets at the Senhora's door; 
and save this, I believe, all was left to Nature. What a wilder- 
ness of rank luxuriance it was! The earth had become so 
fertilized by the fallen fruit left to rot as it feil, that the very 
atmosphere was loaded with theodourofpeaches, and oran- 
ges, and pomegranates. A thousand gaudy and brilliant 
flowers too glittered among the tall grass that tried to over- 
top them: and insects and creatures, of colours still more 
beauteous , fluttered and chirped among the leaves , making 
a little chorus of sounds , that mingled deliciously with the 
rippling stream that murmured near. 
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CHAPTER V. 

La Senhora. 

To this very hour I am unable to say how long I remained 
at the village of La Noria. Time slipped away unchronicled ; 
the seasons varied little , save for about two winter months, 
when heavy snows feil , and severe cold prevailed ; but spring 
followed these witb a suddenness that seemed Uke magic , and 
then came summer and autumn, as it were , blended into one, 
— all the varied beauties of the one season vying with the 
other. This was all that was wanting to complete the Illusion 
which the monotony of my daily life suggested : for me there 
was no companionship — no link that bound me to my fellow- 
men; the "Sunday," too, "shone noSabbath-dayfor me." 
The humble ränge ofmy duties never varied; nor, save with 
Mijo , did I ever exchange even a passing word. Indeed , the 
hours ofmy labour were precisely those when all others sleptj; 
and whether I tracked the waywom asses at their dreary 
round , or pursued my solitary path at night , my own was 
the only voice I ever heard. It was the " life of a dog; " but 
after all, how many states of existence there are far less 
desirable! Ihad always wherewithal to subsist upon; Ihad 
no severe labour, nor any duty incompatible with health; 
and I had — greatest blessing of all — time for seif- commu- 
ning and reflection : that delicious leisure , in which the mean- 
est hovel ever raised by hands becomes one's "Homb." I was 
happy, then, after my own fashion: vmous little contri- 
vances to lighten my tasks amused and oecupied my thoughts. 
To bring the garden into order was also a passion with me ; 
and , although necessitated to invent and fashion the tools to 
work with, I was not deterred by this difficulty, but man- 
JriUjr orercame it, I greatly doubt if Watt ever gazed at a 
jiew improvement ,in. steam machinery m\k\i'8Äi\j!aft öä^x^öII 
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looked npon my first attempt at a rake. Then what pleasure 
did I experience as I saw the trim beds covered with blooming 
flowers, — the clearly-rakedwalks, — the grass-plots close 
shaven ftnd weedless ! How the thoughts of changes and alte- 
rations fiUed my mind, as I wandered in the dreary night l 
What trellices did I not invent! — what festoons of the wind- 
ing vine-branches 1 — what bowers of the leafy banana ! Like 
the cid gardener, Adam, I began at last to think that all 
these things were too beautiful for one man 's gaze; that such 
ecstasies as mine deserved companionship , and that the 
selfishness of my enjoyment was the greatest blot upon its per- 
fection. When thisnotion caught hold of me, I wandered 
away in fancy to the "Donna Maria de los Dolores; " and how 
fervently did I believe that , with her to share it , my present 
ezistence had been a life of Paradisel 

These thoughts at last exhausted themselves , and I feil a 
thinking why the Seühora Dias never had the curiosity to 
Visit her garden, nor see the changes I had wrought in it. 
Tobesure, itwastrue, she knew nothing ofthem; how then 
was I to make the fact reach her ears? The only hours that / 
was at liberty were those when every close-drawn curtain and 
dosed shutter proclaimed the "siesta.'* 

It was clear enough that a whole life might slip over in this 
fashion without my ever seeing her. There was something in 
the difßculty that prompted a desire to overcome it; and so I 
set myself to plan the means by which I might make her ac- 
quaintance. Of the Windows which looked towards the garden, 
the blinds were always closed: the single door that led into 
it as invariably locked ; I bethought me of writing a humble 
and most petitionary epistle , setting forth my utter solitude 
and Isolation; but where were pen and ink and paper to come 
from? — these were luxuriös the Gobemador himself alone 
possessed. My next thought was more practicable ; it was to 
deposit each moming upon her basket of fruit a little bouquet 
of fresh flowers. But, then, would they ever reach her hands ? 
— would not the servant purloin and iateice^X. ta^ q'Ssscov.^ 
— &jr, tbat was to he thought of. 
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By most assiduous watching , I at last discovered that her 
bed-room looked into the garden by a small grated window, 
almost hidden by the gnaried branches of a wild fig-tree. 
This at once afforded me the opportunity I desired , and up 
the branches of this I climbed each moming of my life , to 
fasten to the bars my little bouquet of flowers. 

With what intense expectancy did I return home the first 
moming of my experiment! what vacillations of hope and fear 
agitated me, as I came near the garden, and looking up, 
saw to my inexpressible delight that the bouquet was gone ! 
I could have cried for very joy ! At last I was no longer an 
outcast , forgotten by my fellows. One , at least , knew of 
my existence, and possibly pitied and compassionated my 
desolation. 

I needed no more than this to bind me again to the love 
of life; frail as was the link, it was enough whereupon to 
hang a thousand hopes and fancies , and it suggested matter 
for cheering thought, where before the wide waste of existence 
stretched pathless and purposeless before me. How I longed 
for that skill by which I might make the flowers the Inter- 
preters of my thoughts ! I knew nothing of this , however ; 
I could but form them into such comblnations of colour and 
Order as should please the senses, but not appeal to the 
heart; and yet I did try to invent a language , forgetting the 
while that the key of the cipher must always remain with 
myself. 

It chanced that one night , when on my rounds outside the 
village , I suddenly discovered that I had forgotten the caps 
for my rifle. I hastened homeward to fetch them , and entered 
the garden by a small door, which I had myself made, and 
of which few were cognisant. It was a night of bright moon- 
light; but the wind was high, and drifted large masses of 
cloud across the sky , alternately hiding and displaying the 
moon. Tracking, with an instinct too well trained to be- 
come deceptive, the walks of the garden, while a dark mass 
sbutoatthe ^'lamp of night,*' Ireached my hut, whensud- 
denljr, on a little stone-bench beade \3ki^ döoit^ l\i^\i<ald a 
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female figure seated. She was scarcely four yards from where 
Istood, and inthe füll glare of the moonlight, as palpable 
asaf^oon-day. She was fall and elegantly formed; herair 
atKi d^igge, even beneath the coarse folds of a common dress 
ofblaG&mjie, such as bespoke condition; herhands, too, 
were wtffti» as marble , and finely and delicately formed ; in 
one of them she held a velvet mask, and I watched with 
anxiety to see the face from which it had been removed , which 
was still averted from me. At last she turned slowly round, 
and I could perceive that her features, although worn by 
evident suffering and sorrow, had once been beautiful; the 
traits were in perfect symmetry ; the mouth alone had a char- 
acterof severity, somewhat at variance with the rest, but its 
outline was faultless — the expression only being unpleasing. 
The dark^circles around the eyes attested the work of years of 
grief — bitter and corroding. 

What should I doV advance boldly, or retire noiselessly 
from the spot? If the first alternative presented perhaps the 
only Chance of ever speaking to her, it might also prevent her 
ever again visiting the garden. This was a difticulty, and ere 
I had time to solve it, she arose to leave the spot. I coughed 
ßlightly — she halted and looked arouud, without any 
semblance of terror or even surprise, and so we stood face 
to face. 

*' You should have been on your rounds on this hour! " said 
she, with a manner of almost stern expression, and using the 
Spanish lauguage. 

"So 1 should, Senhora; but having forgot a part of my 
equipment, I returned to seek it." 

" They would punish you severely if it were known," said 
she, in the same tone. 

"I am aware of that," replied I, **and yeti would incur 
the penalty twice over to have seen one of whom my thoughts 
for every hour these months past have been füll." 

" Of me? — you speak of me ? 

" Yes , Seuhora, of you. I know t\ie pt^«vxTK^>Gvw!v. <ö/l ^ojc^ 
worda; but bethink you that it is iiotma\xOcx«u«^vc\\.*^^l ^sä 
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82 THE CONPEßSIONS OF CON CREGAN. 

uttered, but as the cry of one humbled and humiliated to the 
very dust, and who, on looking at you , remembers the link 
that binde him to bis fellowS) and for the instant rises above 
the degradation of bis sad condition." 

**And it is through me — by looking at me — such thouglits 
are inspiredl" said she, in an accent of piercing anguish. 
* * Are you an English youth ? " 

^^Yes, Senhora, as much as an Irishman can call him- 
self." 

"And is this the morality of your native land," said she, in 
English, "that you can feel an elevation of heart and sen- 
timent itom the contemplation of such as I am? Shame, 
sir — shame upon your falsehood, or worse shame upon your 
principle." 

" I only know you as my day and night dreams have made 
you, lady — as the worshipper creates bis own idol." 

"But you have heard of me?" said she, speaking witb a 
violence and rapidity that betokened a disordered mind. "All 
the World has heard of me,from theHavannahtoGuajuaqualla, 
as the poisoner and the forger ! " 

I shook my head, dissentingly. 

"It is then because you are less than human!" said she, 
scoffingly, "or you liad heard it; but mind, sir, it isuntrue. 
lam neither." She paused; and then, ina voice of terrible 
emotion, said, "There is enough of crime upon this poor 
head, but not that! And where have you lived, not to 
have heard of La Seühora Dias?" said she, with a hysteric 
laugh. 

In a few words I told her how I had made part of a great 
gold-searching expedition, and been utterly ruined by the 
calamity which destroyed my companions. 

"You would have soldyourself for gold where with tobuy 
pleasure ! " muttered she to herseif. 

"Iwas poor, lady — I must needs do something for my 
Support." 

"TJbejQ why not foUow humble labour? What need of 
wealtb? Where bad you leamed ita Nvsjit^ ot «aq^^^ IIa 
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taste to expend it? You could only have Imitat ed rieh men's 
vices, not their yirtaes that sometimes ennoble them." 

The wild vehemence of her manner, as with an excessive 
rapidity she uttered these words, convinced me that her 
faculties were not under the right control of reason, and I 
followed her with an interest even heightened by that sad im- 
pression. 

"You see no one — you speak to none," said she, turning 
round, suddenly, " eise I should bid you forget that you have 
eyer seen me.'* 

"Are we to meet again, Senhora?" said I, submissively, 
as I stood beside the door of which she held the key in her 
hand. 

"Yes — perhaps — I don't knowj" and so saying, she 
leftme. 

Two months crept over, and how slowly they went ! without 
my again seeing the Senhora. Were it not that the bouquets 
which each moming I fastened to the window-bars were re- 
moved before noon, I could have fancied that she had no other 
existence than what my dreamy Imagination gave her. The 
heavy wooden "jalousies" were never opened — the door 
remained close locked — not a foottread marked the gravel 
near it. It was clear to me she had never crossed the thresh- 
old since the night I first saw her. 

I feil into a plodding, melancholy mood. The tiresome 
routine of my daily lifo — its dull unvarying monotony began 
to.wear into my soul, andl ceased either to think over the 
past, or speculate on the future; but would sit for hours 
long in a moody reverie, actually unconscious of every- 
thing. 

Sometimes I would make an effort to throw off this de- 
spondency, and try, by recoUection of the active energy of 
my own nature , to stir up myself to an effort of one kind or 
oiJier; but the unbroken stillness — the vaat laoliwAasÄ ^Osv- 
tude suroundme — the companionless iso\&^oiim'«\v\Oa.\>^^^^ 
would reßume their inäuence, and witb.st'wea^x^ «v^\"^<^^ 
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resign myself to a hopelessness that left no wish in the heart 
save for a speedy death. 

Even castle-building — the last resource of imprisonment 
— ceased to interest. Life had also resolved itself into a suc- 
cession of dreary Images of which the voiceless Prairie , the 
monotonous water- wheel, the darkened path of my midnight 
patrol were the chief : and I feit myself sinking day by day, 
hour by hour, into that resistless apathy through which no 
ray of hope ever pierces. 

At last I ceased even to pluck the flowers for the Sefihora*s 
window. I deemed" any exertion which might be avoided, 
needless; and taxed my ingenuity to find out contrivances to 
escape my daily toil. The garden I neglected utterly, and in 
the wild luxuriance of the soil the rank weeds soon eflPaced 
every sign of former culture. What a stränge frame of mind 
was mine ! even the progress of this ruin gave me a pleasure 
to the füll as great as that once feit in witnessing the blooming 
beauty of its healthful Vegetation. I used to walk among the 
rank and noisome weeds, with the savage delight of some de- 
mocratic leader who saw his triumph, amid the dovmfall of 
the beautiful, the richly-prized and the valued, experiencing 
a species of insane pleasure in the thought of some fancied 
vengeance. 

How the wild growth of the valueless weed overtopped the 
tender excellence of the fragrant plant — how the noisome 
odour overpowered its rieh perfume — how, in fact, barbarism 
lorded it over civilization , became a study to my distorted 
apprehension ; and I feit a diabolical joy at the victory. 

A little more, and this misanthropy had become madness ; 

but a change was at band. I was sitting one night in the 

garden — it was already the hour when my ** patrol" should 

have begun, but latterly I had grown indifferent to the call 

of duty : as Hope died out within me, so did Fear also, and I 

eared little for the riskof punishment; nay, more, a kindof 

rebelUous spbcit was gaining upon me^ and I wished for some 

accJdent wbicb might bring me mto <io\^svoii.mt\vftomeone. 

-Ab I Bat tbua, I heard a footatep \)e\imÖL me\ Wäöteä^^ %xä. 
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saw the Senhora dose to me. I did not rise to salute her, but 
gazed calmly, andstemly, without speaking. 

" Has the life of the dog imparted the dog's nature?" said 
she, scoffingly. "Whydon'tyouspeak?" 

" I have almost forgotten how to do so," said I, svdkily. 

" You can hear, at least? " 

I nodded assent. 

"And understand what you hear?" 

I nodded again. 

"Listen to me, then, attentively, fori have but a short 
time to stay, and have much to teil you ! and first of all, do 
you wish to escape from hence?" 

"Do I wish it!" eried I; and in the sudden burst, long 
dried-up sources of emotion opened out afresh, and the heavy 
tears roUed my down oheeks. 

, "Are your willing to incur the danger of attempting it?" 
*"Ay, this instant!" 

" If so, the means await you. I want a letter conveyed to 
acertain person in the townof Guajuaqualla, whichisabout 
two hundred miles distant." 

"In which direction?" asked I. 

** You shall see the map for yourself ; here it is," said she, 
giving me a small package, which contained a map and a 
marineres compass; "I only know that the path lies overthe 
Prairie, and by the banks of a brauch of the Red River. 
There are villages and farmhouses when you have reached 
that region." 

"And how am I to do so, unmolested, Senhora? — a foot- 
traveller on the Prairie must be overtaken at once." 

" You shall be well mounted on a mustang worth a thou- 
sand dollars ; but ride him without spurring. If he bring you 
safe to Guajuaqualla he has paid his price." She then pro- 
ceeded to a detail, which showed how well and maturely every 
minute circumstance had been weighed and considered. The 
greatest difficulty lay in the fact that no water was to be met 
with nearer than eighty miles, which d\«tdXL<(^^\. \&Wq^W^^ 
compeUed to compasa on the first day. ü ^i\nä "«ir^t^ ^ Vbföc^^'^sw 
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obstacle on one side, on the other it relieved me of all ap- 
prehension of being captured after the first forty or fifty miles 
were accomplished, since my pursuers would scarcely venture 
further. 

The Senhora had provided for everything. My dress, 
which wQuld have proclaimed me as a runaway "settler," was 
to be exchanged for the gay attire of a Mexican horsedealer; 
a green velvet jacket and hose, all slashed and decorated 
with jingling silver buttons, pistols, sabre, and rifle to suit. 
The mustang, whose saddle was to be fitted with the usual 
accompaniment of portmanteau and cloak, was also to have 
the leathern purse of the " craft," with its massive silver lock, 
and a goodly ballast of doubloons within. Two days' provi- 
sions, and a gourd of brandy, completed an equipment which 
to my eyes was more than the wealth of an empire. 

"Are you content?" asked she, as she finished the cata- 
logue. 

I seized her band, and kissed it with a warm devotion. 

"Now for the reverse of the medal. You may be over- 
taken; pursuit is almost certain ; it may besuccessful; if so, 
you must tear the letter I shall give you to fragments, so small 
that all detectiou of its contents may be impossible. Seil 
your life dearly: this I counsel you, since a horrible death 
would be reserved for you if taken prisoner. Above all, don't 
betray me." 

"I swear it!" said I, solemnly, as I held up my band in 
evidence of the oath. 

"Shouldyou, howevef, escaping all peril, reachGuajua- 
qualla in safety, you will deliver this letter to the Senhor 
Estavan Olares, a well-known banker of that town. He will 
present you with any reward you think sufficient for your Ser- 
vices, the peril of which cannot be estimated beforehand. 
This done — and here, mark me I I expect your perfect fideli- 
ty — all tie is severed between us. You are never to speak 
of me so long as I live; nor, if by any sun of Fortune we 
shotdd cbance to meet again inAife, aTQ^Qiv\.\AT^Q^<5^SEÄ&^\si.Q. 
Tou need he at no loss for tlie rea^oiia ol ^i^D^a x^q^'öäV, ^^ 
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Position in wliich I am here placed — the ignominy of an 
onjust sentence, as great as the shame of the heaviest gnilt — 
will teil you why I stipulate for this. Are we agreed? " 

** We are. When do I set out?" 

" To-morrow, by daybreak; leave this a little before your 
usual time, pass out of the village) and, taking the path that 
skirts the beech wood, make for the Indian ground — you 
know the spot — at the cedar tree, close to that, you will find 
your horse all ready — the letter is here." Now for the first 
time her voice trembled slightly, and for an instant or two 
she seemed irresolute. " My mind is sometimes so shaken by 
suffering," said she, "that I scarcely dare to trust its gui- 
dance ; and even now I feel as if the confidence I am about to 
place in an utter stranger, in an " 

"Outcast, you would say," said I, finishing what she 
faltered at. "Do not fear, then, one humbled as I have been 
can take offence at an epithet." 

"Nor is it one such as I am, who have the right to confer 
it,'* said she, wiping the heavy drops from her eyes : — "Good- 
bye, forever! — since, ifyou keep your pledge, we are never 
to meet again." She gave me her band, which I kissed twice, 
and then tuming away, she passed into the house ; and before 
I even knew that she was gone, I was standing alone in the 
garden, wondering if what had just occurred could be real. 

If my joumey was not without incident and adventure, 
neither were they of a character which it is necessary I should 
inflict upon my reader, who doubtiess ere this has feit all the 
wearisome monotony of Prairie life by reflection. Enough 
that I say, affcer an interesting mistake of the "trail," which 
led me above a hundred miles astray ! I crossed the Conchos 
Äiver within a week, andreached Chihuahua, a city of con- 
siderable size , and far more pretensions than any I had yet 
seen in the " Far West." 

Built on the narrow gorge of tvf o abTvrgX. tciovoäs^^ ^ *^ör 
IJttle town conaista of one great stra^^x^^ «>\x^^\.^ -^^ks^^ö. 
oecapiea eacb aide of a torrent that dea<ietkÄÄ m^^^'^y.X.Xsssssv- 
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bling mass of foam and spray along its rocky course. It was 
the time of the monthly market or fair when I arrived , and the 
streets were crowded with peasants and muleteers in every 
imaginable costume. The houses were mostly built with pro- 
jecting balconies, from which gay-coloured carpets and bright 
draperies hung down , while female figures sat lounging and 
Smoking their cigarettes above — the aspect of the place was 
at^once picturesque and novel. Great wooden wagons of 
melons and cucumbers, nuts, casks of olive oil and wine; 
baies of bright scarlet cloth , in the dye of which they excei ; 
pottery wäre ; droves of mustangs , fresh caught and capering 
in all their native wildness; flocks of white goats, from the 
Cerzo Gorde, whose wool is almost as üi\e as the Llama's; 
piles of firearms from Birmingham and Liege, around which 
groups of admiring Indiana were always gathered ; parroquets 
and scarlet jays , in cages; richly-ornamented housings for 
mule teams; brass-mounted saddles, and a mass of other 
articles , littered and blocked up the way, so that all passage 
was extremely diflScult. 

Before I approached the city, I had been canvassing with 
myselfjhowbesti might escapefrom the prying inquisitiveness 
to which every stranger is exposed on entering a new Com- 
munity. I might have spared myself the trouble , for I found 
that I was perfectly unnoticed in the motley throng with 
which I mingled. 

My strong-boned, high-bred mustang, indeed, called 
forth many a compliment as I rode past; but none had any 
eye, nor even a word, for the rider. At last, as I was ap- 
proaching the inn, I beheld a small knot of men, whose dress 
and looks were not unfamiliar to me ; and in a moment after, 
I remembered that they were the Yankee horse-dealers I had 
met with at Austin , some years before. As time had changed 
me far more than them, I trusted to escape recognition, not 
being by any means desirous of renewing the acquaintance. 
I oagbt to asLy, that besides myMexican costume, I wore a 
rerjrijoiposing pair of black inoustac\iea an^Xi^^ök.^^^ ^«i^^?*Oö. 
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of two years at "LaNoria," so that detection was not very 
easy. 

While I was endeavouriog to push my way between two 
huge hampers of tomatos and lemons, one of this group, whom 
I at once recognised as Seth Chiseller, laid his band on my 
beast's Shoulder, andsaid, iuSpanish, ^^ The mustang is for 
saleV" 

'*No, Senhor," said I, with a true Mexican flourish; 
"he and all mine stand at your disposal, but I would not seil 
him." 

Not heeding much the hackneyed courtesy of my Speech, 
he passed his hands along the animal's legs, feeling his 
tendons , <and grasping his neat pasterns. Then proceeding to 
the hocks, he examined them carefuUy; after which he 
stepped a pace or two backwards , the better to survey bim, 
when he said, " Move bim along in a gentle trot." 

** Excuse me, Sefihor, I came bere to buy, not to seil. This 
animal I do not mean to part with." 

** Not if I were to offer you five bundred doUars?" said he, 
still staring at the beast. 

**Not if you were to say a thousand, Senhor," said I, 
haughtily; **and now pray let me pass into the court , forwe 
are both in need of refreshment." 

"He an't no Mexican, that *ere chap," whispered one of 
the group to Chiseller. 

"He sits more like a Texan ," muttered another. 

"He '11 be thedevil, or aChoctaw outright, but Seth will 
have his beast out of bim ," said another with a laugh ; and 
with this the group opened to leave me a free passage into the 
inn-yard. 

AU the easy assurance I could put on did not convince my- 
self that my fears were not written in my face as I rode for- 
ward. To be sure I did swagger to the top of my beut ; and 
as I flung myself from the saddle , I made my rifle, my brass 
scabbard , my sabretache , and my spurs perform a crash that 
drew many a dark eye to the Windows, onöi ä^X. \aass:^ ^\^5^ 
ßatteringin attractive coquetry. 
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"What a handsome Caballero! how graceful and well- 
looking!" I thought I could read in their flashing glances; 
and how pleasant was such an imaginary amende for the 
neglect I had suffered hitherto. 

Having commended my beast to the hands of the ostler, I 
entered the inn with all the swaggering assurance of my sup- 
posed calling; but, in good earnest, with anything but an 
easy heart at the vicinity of Seth and his foUowers. The public 
room into which I passed was crowded with the dealers of the 
fair , in busy and noisy discussion of their several bargains ; 
and had I been perfectly free of all personal anxieties , the 
study of their varied countenances , costumes, and manners, 
had been most amusing , combining as they did every stränge 
nationality, — from the pale-faced, hatchet-featured New 
Englander, to the full-eyed, swarthy descendant of old 
Spain; the mongrel Frenchman of New Orleans, with the 
half-breed of the Prairies , more savage in feature than the 
Pawnee himself; the shining negro , the sallow Yankee, the 
Jew from the Havannah, and the buccaneer-like sailor, who 
commanded his sloop , and accompanied him as a species of 
body-guard — were all studies in their way, and füll of sub- 
ject for after- thought. 

In this motley assemblage it may easily be conceived tbat I 
mingled unnoticed , and sat down to my mess of " frijoles with 
garlic" without even a passing Observation. As I ate on, 
however , I was far from pleased by remarking that Seth and 
aaother had taken their seats at a table right opposite, and 
kept their eyes frill on me with what, in better society, had 
been a most impudent stare. I afPected not to perceive this, 
and even treated myself to a flask of French wine , with the 
air of a man revelling in undisturbed enjoyinent; but all the 
richbouquet, all the deliciousflavour were lost uponme; the 
sense of some impending danger overpowered all eise , and let 
me look which way Iwould, Seth and hisbuff-leatherjacket, 
his hi^h bootS; immense spurs, and enormous horse pistols, 
roße np before me like a vision. 

I read in the changeful expreBsiou oi\ÄÄ ^^^Xnä^ä.^ ^^ 
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stmggle between doubt and coiiviction as to whcthcr he had 
seen me before. I gaw what was passing in bis mind , and I 
tried;a thousand litüe arts and devices to mystify bim. Ifl 
drank mj wine , I always tbrew out tbe last drops of each 
glass upon tbe floor; when I smoked, I rolled my cigar be- 
tween my palms, and patted and squeezed it in genuine 
Mexican fasbion. I tumed up tbe points of my moustacbe 
like a true bidalgo, and played Spaniard to tbe very top of 
my beut. 

Not only did tbese airs seem not to tbrow bim o£F tbe 
scent, but I remarked tbat be eyed me more suspiciously, 
and often conversed in wbispers witb bis companion. My 
anxiety bad now increased to a sense of fever , and I saw tbat 
if nothing eise sbould do so, agitation alone would betray 
,me. I accordingly arose, and called tbe waiter to sbow me 
to a room. 

It was not witbout difficulty tbat one could be bad , and 
tbat was a miserable little ceÜ, wbitewashed, and with no 
otber fiimiture tban a mattress and two cbairs. At least, 
bowever, I was alone; I was relieved from tbe basilisk glancea 
oftbat confounded borse-dealer, and I tbrew myself down on 
my mattress in comparative ease of mind, wben suddenly I 
beard a smart tap at tbe door , and a voice called out, witb a 
very Yankee accent, "I say, friend, I want a word witb 
you/' 

I replied, in Spanisb, tbat if any one wanted me, tbey 
must wait tili I bad taken my ^^ siesta." 

"Take your siesta anotber time, and open your door at 
once ; or maybap TU do it myself! " 

"Well, sir," said I, as I tbrew it open, and feigning a 
lock of angry Indignation, tbe better to conceal my fear; 
" wbat is so very urgently tbe matter, tbat a traveller cannot . 
take bis rest , witbout being disturbed in tbis fasbion ? " 

"Hoity-toity! what a pucker you're in, boyl" said be, 
sbutting tbe door bebind bim ; " and we o\^i\Aft\Äa» . \5i'ö.V^ 

**Wben, or where, bave we evex i!\^\. \ieXöx^^^' ^^^^X^ 
boldljr. 



92 THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CREGAN. 

" For the * where ,' — it was up at Austin, in Texas ; for tl 
' when ,' — something like three years bygone." 

I shook my head , with a saucy smile of incredulity. 

"Nay, nay; don't push me farther than I want to go, la( 
Let bygones be bygones , and teil me whafs the price of yoi 
beast, yonder." 

"l'll not seil the mustang," saidl, stoutly. 

"Ay, butyou will, boyl and to me, tool And it'sSet^^ 
Chiseller says it ! " 

"No man can presume to compel another to partwithhi^^ 
horse against his will, I suppose?" said I, affecting a coolnes^^ 
I did not feel. 

" There's many a stranger thing than ihat happens in thes^^ 
wild parts. IVe known a chap ride away with a beast — jusÄ^ 
without any question at all!" 

"That was a robbery!" exclaimed I, in an efPort at^ 
virtuous Indignation. 

"It warn't far off from it!" responded Seth; "but thereV 
a reward for the fellow's apprehension , and there it be ! " and^ 
as he spoke he threw a printed handbill on the table, o^ 
which all that I could read with my swimming eyes were the 
words, "One Hundred Dollars Reward," — "a mare called 
Charcoal," — "taking the down trail towards the San 
Jos^." 

" There was no use in carrying that piece of paper so far," 
said I, pitching it contemptuously away. 

"And why so, lad?" asked he, peering inquisitively 
atme. 

" Because this took place in the Texas , and here we are in 
Mexico." 

"Mayhap, in strict law that might be something," said 
he, calmly; "but werel to chance upon him, why shouldn*t 
I pass a running-knot overhis wrists, and throw himbehind 
me on one of my horses? Who*s to say *You shaVt?' er 
who's to stop a fellow that can ride at the head of thirty well 
monntedl&daj with Coltfs revoVveta «A. ^^ Ä^^^^-\iQi^ — \&\l 
MDetbat, hojrV' 
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"In the first place," said I, "the fellow who would let 
himself be taken and slung on your crupper, like a calf for 
market, deserves notlyng better; and particularly so long as 
he owned a four-barrelled pistol , like this ! " — and here I 
drew the formidable weapon from my breast, and held it pre- 
sented towards kirn , in a manner that it is rarely agreeable to 
confront. 

**Put down your irons, lad," said he, with the very 
slightest appearance of agitation in his manner, "well come 
to terms without burning powder." 

"I ask for nothing better ," said I , putting up my weapon ; 
"but ril not stand being threatened." 

He gave a short dry laugh , as though the conceit of my 
Speech amused him, and said, "Now to business — I want 
thatmustang." 

" You shall have him , Seth ," said I , "the day he reaches 
Guajuaqualla, whither I am bound in all haste." 

'4 am a going north ," said Seth, gruffly, " and not in that 
direction." 

" You can send one of your people along with me , to fetch 
him back." 

"Better to leave him with me now , and take a hack for the 
journey," said he. This was rather too much for my temper; 
*nd I ventured to say that he who was to receive a present 
should scarcely dictate the conditions accompanying it. 

"It's a ransom, boy — a forfeit — not a present," said he, 
gravely. 

"Let US see if you can enforceit, then," saidl, instinc- 
tively grasping the weapon within my coat breast. 

"There, now, you're angry again!" said he, with his im- 
perturbable smile ; " if we're to have a deal together, let us do 
it like gentlemen." 

Now probably a more ludicrous caricature of that char- 
acter could not have been drawn than either m t\v^ ^^x^wsa»^ 
the manners, or the subject of the tTaiiaae\ivouVvi\\a:cÄL\\s^ 
tbe word was taUsmanicj and no sooner Viad\\ft\x\.\Ä?t^^\\.'^^»»' 
Jbecame amenable to his very sligliteBt s\xg^^a\AOii» 
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" Let me have the beast — I want him; and I see your 
holsters and saddle-bags have a jingle in them that teUs me 
doUars are plenty with you ; and as tp this" — he threw the 
piece of paper offering the reward at his feet — " the man who 
says anything about it will have to account with Seth Chi- 
seller — that's all." 

"How far is it from this to Guajuaqualla?" 

"About a hundred and twenty miles by the regulär road, 
but there's a trail the miners follow makes it forty lese. Not 
that I would advise you to try that line ; the runaway niggers 
and the half-breeds are always loitering about there, and 
they're over ready with the bowie-knife, if tempted by a 
dollar or two." 

Our conversation now took an easy, almost a friendly tone. 
Seth knew the country and its inhabitants perfectly, and be- 
came freely communicative in discussing them\ and all his 
dealin gs with them. 

"Let US have a flask of *Aguadente,"* said he, at last, 
" and then we'll join the fandango in the court beneath." 

Both propositions were sufficiently to my taste ; and by 
way of showing that no trace of any ill-feeling lingered in my 
mind, I ordered an excellent supper and two flasks of the best 
Amontillado. 

Seth expanded, under the influence of the grape, into a 
most agreeable companion. His personal adventures had 
been most numerous, and many of them highly exciting ; and 
although a certain Yankee suspiciousness of every man and 
his motives tingcd all he said, there was a hearty tone of good- 
nature about him, vastly different from what I had given him 
credit for. 

The Amontillado being discussed, Seth ordered some 
Mexican "Paquaretta," of delicious flavour, ofwhich every 
glass seemed to inspire one with brighter views of life ; nor is 
it any wonder if my fancy converted the rural helles of the 
conrt-yard into beauties of the first otder . 

The Bceae was a very pictuieac^oß ou^. K\xöKä^ ^^^iv»».- 
%», roofed with spreading vmea mi\3X\\i^w\Ti%^ T^i^vaw«A 
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the four sides of the building , in the open space of which the 
dancers were assembled. Gay lamps of painted paper and 
rüde pine-torches lit up the whole , and gave to the party- 
colonred and showy costumes an elegance and brilliancy 
which theseverer test of daylight might have been ungenerous 
enough to deny. The olive-brown complexion — the flashing 
dark eyes — the graceful gestures — the inspiriting music — 
the merry voices — the laughter — were all too many ingre- 
dients of pleasure , to put into that little crucible , the human 
heart, and not amalgamate into something yery like en- 
chantment , — a result to which the Paquaretta perhaps con- 
tributed. 

Into this gay throng Seth and I descended, like men 

determined, in Mexican phrase, to "take pleasure by both 

homs." It was at the very climax of the evening's amusement 

-wre entered. The dance was the Mexican fandango , which is 

j>erformed in this wise : — a lady stepping into the circle, after 

«üsplaying her attractions in a variety of graceful evolutions, 

makes the " tour" of the party in search of the Caballero she 

d-esires to take as her pa rtner. ItJs at his opt ion either to 

«lecline the honour by a gesture of deferential humility, or 

Äccepting it, he gives her some part of his equipment — his 

bat, his scarf, or his embroidered riding-glove , to beafter- 

"wards redeemed as a forfeit; the great amusement of the 

^ene consistingin the stränge penalties exacted, which are 

ipvariably awarded with a scrupulous attention to the pecu- 

liar temperament of the sufferer. Thus, a miserly fellow is 

certain to be mulcted of his money ; an unwieldy mass of fears 

äöd terrors is condemned to some feat of horsemanship ; a 

gourmand is sentenced toa dish of the least appetizing nature, 

ftöd so on : each is obliged to an expiation which is certain to 

ÄOiuse the bystanders. While these are the "blanks" in the 

lottery, the prizes consist in the soft seductive glances of eyes 

^at have lost nothing of Castilian fire in their transplantin^ 

"^ond seas — in the graceful gesturea oi &i^axVÄet\Ä^\kö\s\. 

^e native danoe ia like an expressive langvxa^fe ^ ^xÄ. ^\vqj^^ 

^ot/ooß are more tt/oquent than words — \ii\>^vcL^> ^^^V^^^% 
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the favoured of her whose choice has made you the 1: 
the evening: and all these, even without the aid o 
retta , are no slight distinctions. 

Were the seductions less attractive , it is not a m 
Irish blood has been set a-glowing with Spanish win( 
best fitted to resist them , nor assuredly ought Con ( 
be selected for such self-denial. I stood in the ci 
wondering admiration, delighted with everything. C 
age! glorious hour of the balmy night! exccUent gra 
how much of delicious cnjoymcnt do I owe you £ 
I suppose it is the case with every one , but I knov 
with me, that wherever I am, or however situated, 
diately Single out some particular object forniy esp- 
dilection. Jf it be a landscape , I at once pitch upoi 
foracottage, atemple, oravilla; ifitbe ahouse, I 
settle in my mind the room I would take as my own , 
dow I would sit beside, the very chair l'd take to 1( 
if it be a garden , I üx upon the walk among whose c 
ing blossoms I would always be found : and so, if the 
be one of festive enjoyment, I have a quick eye to 
whose air and appearance possess highest attractioi 
Not always for me the most beautiful — whose faul 
lines a sculptor would like to chisel ; but one whose 
and loveliuess are suggestive of the visions one hj 
boyhood , filling up , in rieh colours , the mind-draw 
we have so often gazed on, and made the heroine of a 
little love-stories , only known to one's own hcart. 
dear ! are not these about the very best of our advent 
least, if they be not, they are certainly those we loo] 
with fewest self-reproaches. 

In a mood of this kind it was that my eye reste 
slightly-formed but graceful girl, whose dark eyes 
thrice had met my own, and been withdrawn again wi 
of indolent reluctance — as I fancied — very flatteri 
She wore the Square piece of scarlet cloth on her 
/kahionable among the Mexican ^^».«.ätAx^ ^ >iX\^ ^ 
wJuob bang down with heavy go\d tasÄ^X^ a.T£ici^^> 
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of her raven locks ; a yellow scarf , of the brightest hue , was 

gracefully thrown over one Shoulder, and served to heighten 

i the brilliancy of her olive tint; her jupe , short and looped up 

I with a golden cord, displayed a matchless instep and ankle. 

; There was an air of pride — " fiert^ ," even , — in the position 

of the foot, as she stood , that harmonized admirably with the 

erect carriage of her head , and the graceful composore of her 

crossed arms , made her a perfect picture. Nor was I quite 

certain that she did not know this herseif: certain is it , her 

air, her attitude, her every gesture, were in the mostcom- 

plete "keepihg" with her costume. 

She was not one of the dancers, but stood among the 
spectators; and, if I were to pronounce from the glances sh© 
bestowed upon the circle, not one of the most admiring there 
her features either wearing an expression of passive indifFer- 
6öce, or changing to a half smile of scomful contempt. As, 
^th an interest which increased ateachmoment, Iwatched 
her movements , I saw that her scarf was gently pulled by a 
hand from behind: she tumed abruptly, and, with a gesture 
<>f almost ineffable scom, said some few words, and then 
^oved proudly away to another part of the " court." 

Through the vacant spot she had quitted I was able to see 

^^ who had addressed her. He was a young powerfuUy-built 

^©Uow, in the dress of a mountaineer; and though evidently 

^f the peasant class , his dress and arms evinced that he was 

^ell to do in the world. The gold drop of his sombrero, the 

^\<^h bullion tasseis of his sash, the massive spurs of solid 

^ver, being all evidences of wealth. Not even the tan- 

coloured hue of his dark face could mask the flush of anger 

^Pon it as the girl moved off; and his black eyes , as they 

^^Uowed, glowed like fire. To my amazement his glance was 

^^xt bent upon me, and that, with an expression of hatred 

^^ere was no mistaking. At first, I thought it might have 

^^en mere fancy on my part; then, I explained it as the un- 

^^nished cloud stzll lingenng on bis ieat\iiftÄ\ "VwÄ, ^\,\^^\.X 

^wpl&inly that tbe insulting looks -weie "Oi^axÄ. iot tk^^^« 

*^et me look which aide 1 would , let me oaca^J ""^1 ^\,\.««>^v3o. 

^e Confessions of Con Cregaii. lU ^ 
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how I might, the fellow's swarthy suUen face never tumed 
&om me for an instant. 

I suppose something must have betrayed to my companion 
what was passing within me, for Seth whispered in my ear, 
" Take no notice of him — he's a Kanchero , and they are 
always bad 'uns to deal with." 

"But what cause of quärrel can he have with me? " said I ; 
" we never saw each other before." 

"Don't you see what it is?" said Seth; "it's the muchacha, 
she's his sweetheart, and she's been a looking too long this 
way to please him.*' 

" Well , if the girl has got such good taste ! " said I , with 
a saucy laugh, "he ought to prize her the more for it." 

" She 2« a neat 'un, that's a fact," muttered Seth; and at 
the same instant the girl walked proudly up to where I stood, 
and making a low curtsey before me, held out her hand. 
I suppose there must have been a little more than the ordinary 
enthusiasm in the manner I pressed my lips upon it , for she 
blushed, and a little murmur ran round the circle. The next 
moment we were whirling along in the waltz ; I , at least , lost 
to everything, save theproud pleasure ofwhatideemedmy 
triumph. The music suddenly changed to the fandango , of 
which dance I was a perfect master ; and now the graceful 
elegance of my partner, and the warm plaudits of the Com- 
pany called forth my utmost exertions. As for her, she was 
the most bewitching representative of her native measure it is 
possible to conceive, her changeful expression following 
every movement of the dance; now, retiring in shrinking 
bashJFulness , now, advancing with proud and haughty mien, 
now enticing to pursuit by looks of languishment, now, as if 
daring all advances , her flashing ej^ would almost sparkle 
with defiance. 

What a terrible battery was this to open upon the defence- 
less breastworkof apoor Irishman! Howwithstandtheshower- 
j'ng' ßrape-sbot of dark glancea? — hffw realst the assanlt of 
ffr&cea tbat lurkeä in every »toVle andcvcty ^«iXÄt^*^ 1^%ä\ 
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I never attempted a defence; I surrendered not "at^" but 
" without ," discretion , and tearing off the great embroidered 
scarf which I wore , all heavy with its gold £ringe , I passed it 
round her taper waist in a very transport of enthusiasm. 

While a buzz of approbation ran round the circle , I heard 
the words uttered on all sides, " Destago ! " " A forfeit I " 

"TU txy bis gallantry," said the girl, as darting back from 
my arms , she retired to the very verge of the circle , and 
holding np the rieh prize, gazed at it with wondering eyes: 
and now, exclamations of praise and surprise at the beaaty 
of the tissue broke from all in turn. 

" The Muchacha should keep the * capotiflo ,' " said an old 
lynx-eyed duenna, with a fan as large as a fire-board. 

<'A Caballero rieh as that should give her a necklace of 
real pearls /' said another. 

''I*d choose a mustang, with a saddle and trappings all 
studded with silver ," muttered a third in her ear. 

"l'llhave noneofthese," said the girl, musing; "Imust 
bethink me well if I canno^ find sometUng I shall like to look 
at with pleasure , when mere dress and fineryili^uld have lost 
their charm. I must have that which wiU remind fiie of this 
erening a long time hence, and make me think of him who 
made its happiness ; and now what shall it be? " 

"His hecu*t's blood, if that will content you!" cried the 
mountaineer, as springing from bis seat he tore the scarf from. 
her hands, and dashed it on the ground, trampling it beneath 
bis feet, and tearing it to very rags. 

"A fight — a fight ! '* shouted out a number of voices ; and 
now the crowd closed in upon the dancing space , and a hun- 
dred tongues mingled in wild altcrcation. Although a few 
professed themselves indignant that a stranger should be thus 
insulted, I saw plainly that the majority were with their coun- 
tryman, whom they agreed in regarding as a most outraged 
and injured individual. To my great astonishment, I dis- 
eovered that my frieud Seth took the same view of the matter^ 
and was even more energetic than t\ie cftYietÄ mx^!^OcÄiC^sso^^^ 
jnjrepiidact^ 

1* 
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" Don't you see," cried he to me, " that you have taken his 
Bweetheart from him? The muchacha has done all this to 
provoke his jealousy.'* 

"Om, oMt," said a thm miserable-looking Frenchman, 
vous avez tirdle houteille; il faul payer le vin^ 

In all probability, had not the crowd separated us most ef- 
fectually, these comments and counsels had been all uttered 
** after the fact;" fori dashed forward to strike my antagonist, 
and was only held back by main force, as Seth whispered in 
my ear, " Take it coolly, lad ; it must be a fight now, and don't 
unsteady your hand, by flying into a passion.'* 

Meanwhile the noise and confusion waxed louder and 
louder, and firom the glances directed towards me there was 
very little doubt how strongly public opinion 'pronounced 
against me. 

"No, no ! " broke in Seth — in reply to some speech whose 
purport I could only guess at, for I did not hear the words — 
"that would be a downright shame. Let the lad have fair 
play, There's a pretty bit of ground outside the garden , for 
either sword or pistol-work, whichever you choose it to be. 
I'll not stand anything eise." 

Another very fiery discussion ensued upon this; the end of 
which was, that I was led away by Seth and one of his com- 
rades to my room, with the satisfactory assurance that at the 
very first dawn of day I was to meet the Mexican peasant in 
Single combat. 

"You have two good hours of sleep before you," said Seth, 
as we entered my room, "and my advice is, don't lose a minute 
ofthem." 

It has been a mystery to me , up to the very hour I am wri- 
ting in, how far my friend Seth Chiseller's conduct on this oc- 
casiön accorded with good faith. Certainly, it would have 
been impossible for any one to have evinced a morechivalrous 
regard for my honour, and a more contemptuons disdain for 
my life, than the aforesaid Seth. He advanced fuU one hun- 
dred reaaoBB for a deadly combat*^ the results of which, he 
eonfessed, were specolatiye matteia oi ^ IXiO«^. ^^«qk^Xsl^^-* 
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ference. Now, althougli it has almost become an axiom in * • " 
these affairs that there is nothing like a bold decided &iend, 
yet even these qualities may be carried to excess ; and so I 
began to experience. 

There was a vindictiveness in the way he expatiated upon 
the gross character of the insult Ihad received, the palpable 
openness of the outrage, that showed the liveliest susceptibi- 
11 ty on the score of my reputation; and thus it came to pass, 
I suppose, firom that spirit of divergence and contradiction so 
native to the human heart, that the stronger Seth*s argument 
ran in favour of a most bloody retribution, the more ingenious 
grew my casuistry on the side of mercy : tili, grown weary of 
my sophistry, he ünished the discussion by saying — " Take 
your own road, then; and if you prefer afstiletto under the 
ribs to the chance of a sabre-cut, it's your own affair, not 
mine." 

"How so? — why should I have to fear such?" 

"You don't think that the villauo will suffer a fellow to 
take his mucbacha from him, and dance with her the entire 
evening before a whole Company, without his revenge? No ! 
no! they have differentnotionson that score, as you'U soon 
leam." 

« Then what is to be done?'* 

" I have told you already, and I teil you once more : meet 
him to-morrow ; — the time is not very distant now. You teil 
me that you are a fair swordsman : now these chaps have but 
one attack and one guard. l'll put you up to both ; and if you 
are content to take a slight sabre-cut about the left Shoulder, 
ril show you how to run him through the body," 

"And then?" 

"Why then," said he, tuming his tobacco about in his 
mouth, " I guess you'd better run for it. There*Il be no time 
to lose. Mount your beast, and ride for the Guajuaqualla 
road; but don't follow it long, or you*ll soon be overtaken. 
Tum the beast loose, and take to the mountains, where, when 
you Ve Struck the miners' track, youllBOOTix^^0si>2cÄ\.QwöNssL 
ßofety. " 
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Overbome by ^argumente a,nd renaons, •»— uiany of which 
-S^th Btrengthened hy the pithy apothegm of "Betbink ye 
where ye are, boy I Thie is not England, norlreland neitber ! " 
— all my scruples vanished, and I set about the various ar- 
rangements in a spirit of true activity. The time was brlef ; 
since,be5ides taking a lesson in the broadsword,! had tomake 
my will ! The reader will probably smile at the notion of Con 
Cregan leaving a testament behind him; but the OYer- 
senjipulous Seth would have it so, and assured me , with much 
feeling, that it would "save a world of troublehereafter, if 
anything were to go a bit ugly." 

I therefore bequeathed to the worthy Seth my mustang and 
bis equipments of saddle, holsters, and cloak-bag: my rifle 
and pistols, and bowie-knife, were also to become hls, as well 
as all my moveables of every kind. I only stipulated that , in 
the event of the "ngly" termination alluded to, he would con- 
vey the letter with hiä own hands to Guajuaqualla, — a pledge 
he gave with the greater readiness that a reward was to be 
rendered for the service. There was some seventy doUars in 
my bag which, Seth 8aid,need not be mentioned in the will, as 
they would be needed for the funeral. "Ifs costly here- 
abouts," Said he, growing quite lively on the theme. **They 
putsyein a great basket, all decked withflowers, and they 
sticks two big oranges or lemons in your hands; and the chaps 
as carry you are dressed like devils or angels, I don't much 
know which, — and they do make such a cry I — my eye for it, 
but if you wasn't dead, you*d not lie there long and listen 
to'em!" 

Now, although the subject was not one half so amusing to 
me as it seemed to Seth , I feit that stränge fascination which 
ever attaches to a painful theme ; and asked a yariety of ques- 
tions about the grave, and the ceremonies, and the masses, re- 
minding my executor that, as a good Oatholic, I hoped I 
should have the offices of the church in all liberality. 

*' Don't distress yourself about that," said he, " TU leam a 

Jot ofprajren in Latin myself — *just to help you on,* as a 

bodjrznigbt s&y — but , as 1 live , tlieie ^o^ä ^^Ä 0[i^'^^f^\5^ tJift 
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'Molino;* " and he pointed to a group of about a dozen or 
more, who , wrapped up in their large cloaks , took the way 
elowly and silently through the tall wet grass at the bottom of 
the garden. ^ 

I have ever been too candidwith my kind reader to conceal 
anything from him. Let him not, therefore, I beg, think the 
worseof me, ifl own that, at the sight of that procession , a 
stränge and most uncomfortable feeling pervaded me. There 
seemed something so purpose-like in their steady regulär 
tramp. There was a look of cold determination in their move- 
ment that chilled me to the heart. " Only to think ! " muttered 
I, " how they have left their beds on this raw damp moming, 
at the risk of colds, catarrhs, and rheumatism, all to murder a 
poor young fellow who never injured one of them ! " 

Not a thought had I for the muchacha — the cause of all 
my trouble; my faculties were limited to a little routine, of 
which I myself was the centre, and I puzzled my brain in 
thinking over the human anatomy, and trying to remember 
all I had ever heard of the most fatal localities, and where 
one could be carved and sliced with the füllest im- 
punity. 

"Come along!" said Seth, "weVe no time to lose — we 
must look out for a cheap mustang to wait for you on the Gua- 
juaqualla road, and I have to fetch my sword, for this thing of 
yours is füll eight inches too short." Seth now took my arm, 
and I feit myself involuntarily throwing a glance at the 
little objects I owned about the room — as it were a farewell 
look. 

" What are you searching for ? " said he , as I inserted my 
band into my breast-pocket. 

"It's all right," said I; "I wanted to see that I had the 
senhora's letter safe. If — if — anything — you understand 
me — eh?" 

"Yes, yee; rillooktoit. They shaVtbury you with it;" 
said he, wiäi a diabolical grin, which madensÄ^o^YlVi^V^ ^<^\fö^ 
hha for the moment 
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If Mr. Chiseller was deficient in the finer sympathies of our 
nature, he was endowed with a rare spirit of practical readi- 
ness, The "mustang" was found in the very first stable we 
entered, and hired for a day's pleasure — so he called it — for 
the sum of two crowns. A mountain lad was despatched to 
hold him for my Coming, at a certain spot on the road. The 
sabre was fetched from his Chamber, and in less than five mi- 
nutes we were on our way to the Molino , fully equipped and 
" ready for the fray." 

"Don't forget what I told you about the face guard — al- 
ways keep the hiltof your weapon straight betweenyour eyes, 
and hold the elbow low." This he kept repeating continually 
as we went along, tilll found myself muttering the words after 
him mechanically — without attaching the slightest meaning 
to them. " The villain is a strong muscular chap, and perhaps 
he'U be for breaking down your guard by mere force, and clea- 
ving you down with a stroke. If he tries it, youVe only to 
spring actively to one side and give him your point, any where 
about the ehest." From' this he proceeded to discuss a hun- 
dred little subtleties and stratagems the Mexicans are familiär 
with — so that at last I regretted , from the very bottom of 
my soul, that the gage of battle had not fallen upon Seth 
himself, so much more worthy in every way of the dis- 
tinction. 

If I seemed füll of attention to all he was saying, my 
thoughts, in truth be it spoken , were travelling a vastly dif- 
ferent road. I was engaged in the Performance of a little 
mental catechism, which ran somewhat inthis wise: "Ifyou 
escape this peril, Master Con, will it not be wise to eschew 
fandangos in future ; or, at least, not indulge in them with 
othermen'ssweethearts? Beware, besides, ofhorse-dealers, 
of Xeres and Paquaretta; and above all, of such indiscretions 
as maymake the * SethChisellers* of this world your masters ! " 
Ay, there was the sum and substance of my sorrows ; that un- 
lucky Step about "Charry" and the lottery-ticket placedme 
122 a Situation from which there was no issue. I now saw, what 
many hare seen before, and many -ynÄ. ^oxjJö^eea %^fc %^m^ 
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that crime has other penalties besides legal ones, and that the 
difficultj of conforming to an assumed good character, with 
even one lapse from the path of honesty, is very consider- 
able. 

"Are you attending to me, lad?" cried Seth, impa- 
tiently; "I was telling you about the cross-guard for the 
head." 

"I have not heard one word of it," said I, frankly ; " nor is 
it of the least consequence. All the talk in the world couldn't 
make a swordsman, still less would a few passing hints like 
those you give me. If the villano be the better man, there's an 
end of the matter." 

Seth, less convinced by my reasonings than offended at 
them, spoke no more, and we approached the Molino in 
silence. As we neared the spot, we perceived the party 
seated in a little arbour, and by their gestures , as well as by 
a most savoury odour of garlic, evidently eating their break- 
fast. 

"The fellows are joUy," said Seth; "had we not better 
foUow their example? Here is a nice spot, and a table just 
at band." At the same time he called out, "Muchacho, 
pon el vino en la mesa, and we'U think of somewhat to 
eaf' 

I tried to play indifferent, and seem at my ease, but it was 
no use. The vicinity of the other group , and, in particular, 
of a certain broad-shouldered member of it , whom I could de- 
tect through the leaves , and who certainly did not eat with 
the air of a man who feit it to be his last breakfast, spoiled all 
my efforts , and nipped them even as they budded. 

"You don*t eat ," said Seth ; " look at the villano yonder." 

"Iseehim," saidl, curtly. 

" See how he lays in his prog ! " 

" Let him show that he can be as dexterous with the broad- 
sword as with a carving-knife ," said I , with a tv^TSÄxiÄssKia. 
effort» 



108 THE CONFESSIONS OF CON GREOAK. 

I became conscious of this from the sense of uneasiness I 
experienced as each horseman neared me, and the danger of 
pursuit aroused in me the instinct of self-preservation. 

A rüde sign-post at the foot of a rugged mountain path 
apprised me where the "miners' trail" led off to Guajua- 
qualla; so, dismounting from my "mustang," now wearied 
and blown by a pretty sharp pace for above seven miles, I 
turned the animal loose , and set off on foot. I know of no 
descent so great in life as from the "saddle" to the "sole!" 
from the inspiriting pleasure of being carried along at will, to 
the plodding slowness of mere pedestrianism. In the one case 
you *' shoot your sorrows flying," in the other, they jog along- 
side of you all the way, halting with you when you lie down 
at noon, and taking share of the spring from which your 
parched Ups are refreshed. Like an underbred aequaintance, 
they will not be denied ; they are always "going your way;" 
and in their cruel civility they insist on bearing you Company. 

At a little cabaret of the very humblest order, I obtained 
some breakfast , and made purchase of a stock of bread and a 
gourd of wine , as I leamed that nothing was to be had before 
I reaöhed "Sanchez," the hut of an old miner, which was 
reckoned halfvray to Guajuaqualla. This done, again I set 
forth on my j ourney . 

The scenery was wild without being grand. There was 
bareness and desolation , but no sublimity. It was evidently 
a tract of such inferior fertility that few in a land so rieh as 
this would select it for a resting-place ; and accordingly I 
came upon no signs of habitation other than the shealings the 
shepherds raise at certain seasons when migrating with their 
flocks among the mountains. 

It was exactly the character of landscape likely to increase 
and thicken the gloom of sad thoughts; and, indeed, mine 
wanted little assistance. This last exploit leffc a weight like 
lead upon my heart. All my sophistry about self-defence and 
wounded honour, necessity, and the like , could not cover the 
fact that I had taken away a mau'« M^ m ^ i^Q^^\^ \»:ilwI 
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rom the very outset of which the whole fault lay on my 

nde. 

"So much," Said I, "for trying to be a * gentleman." 

E?ery step in this disastrons porsuit would seem to have a 

penalty attached to it; and, after all, I am just as far from 

tiie goal as when I set out." 

That day ,seemed a year in length ; and were I to attempt 
tochronicle it, the reader would confess himself convinced 
before I had hsdf finished ; so that , for both our sakes , 1*11 not 
"file my bill of particulars," as my respected father would 
We Said, bnt at^once come to the hour when the sun ap- 
proached the horizon, and yet not anything like a human 
dwelling came in sight; and I still plodded along, sad and 
weary, and anxions for rest. K the events which I am about 
to record have little in them of extraordinary interest , they at 
least were the tuming-points in my humble destiny, and, 
therefore, kind reader, withyourpermission, weil give them 
achapter to themselves. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

" The Discovery." 

I HAD walked now for nearly twelve hours withont discover- 
ing any appearance of Sanchez' cabin , in which I had hoped 
to pass the night. My prairie experienxse assured me that I 
had not lost the " trail ," and yet if any light were burning for 
miles around , the elevated spot on which I stood shonld make 
it visible. Although much fatigued , there was nothing for it 
but to proceed, and, at length, I foand myself in a narrow 
Valley, which Seth had heard described as the Situation in 
which the miner*s hut stood. It was dark and gloomy, but the 
hope that I was nearing the spot cheered me, and I walked on, 
footsore and tired as I was. Once or twice I Hiought I heard 
the bark of a dog. I stopped to listen. I shouted aloud, I 
whistled, but to no end. After an interval, however, the 
sounds were repeated, and now, I could detect, — not the 
bark, — but the low plaintive wail of an animal seemingly in 
pain. As it not unfrequently happens that the sheep-dogs are 
attacked by wolves, it immediately occurred to me such might 
be the present fease : so I looked to the caps of my revolver, 
and hastened on in the direction of the cries. 

The wailing sounds grew fuUer and louder as I advanced, 
and now I could distinguish that they were the cries of an 
animal in grief , and not of one in bodily pain. I increased my 
speed to the utmost , and suddenly I feit the warm tongue of a 
dog touch my band, and his tail brush my legs, in sign of 
friendly welcome. I stopped to pat and caress him , but the 
poor creature uttered another cry, so füll of sorrow, that all 
other thoughts were routed on the instant. 

He now preceded me, turning at each moment as if to see 
thati followed, and whining in a low faint tone^ as before. 
We had not long proceedQdi thxxs, w^iWi^iei«\ö^^^^«vy^äL«ssÄ:5^ 
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and set up a cry the most shrill and heart-thrilling. I saw that 
we were in front of a miserable shealing, the door of which 
lay open; but all was dark within. Istruck a light withmy 
flint , and lighted a little taper. To my surprise , the hut con- 
tained several articles of furniture ; but I had not more than 
time tonoticethem, whenthe dog, darting forward, placed 
bis fore-paws upon a low settlc-bed, and gave a dismalhowl. 
I tumed , and beheld the figure of a very old man , his white 
beard hanging down to his ehest, as he lay in what seemed a 
heavy sleep. I touched him; he was cold. I placed my band 
on his heart; it was still. Itried to detect breathing; there 
was none — he was quite dead ! 

The poor dog appeared to watch me with intense interest, 
as , one by one , I tried these different signs of life ; but when 
he saw the band fall heavily from my own, he again set up his 
dies , which now lastcd for several minutes. The scene was a 
sad and touching one. The poor old miner — for such his 
dress and the scattered implements of the craft bespoke him, 
— forgotten by all the world save by his dog, lay in all the 
seeming calm of sleep. A cup of water stood near him , and a 
little wooden crucifix lay on the bed , where probably it had 
fallen from his fingers. Everything around betokened great 
poverty. The few articles of furniture seemed as if they had 
been fashioned by himself , being of the rudest workmanship : 
bis lamp was a dried gourd , and his one chair had been a 
stamp , hollowed out with a hatchet. The most striking fea- 
ture of all was a number of printed paragraphs , cut from old 
newspapers and magazines , and nailed against the planking 
of the hut; and these seemed to convey a little history of the 
old miner, so far, at least, as the beut and object of his life 
were implied. They were all, without exception, exaggerated 
and high-flown accounts of newly-discovered "placers," — 
rieh mines of gold, — some in the dark plains of the Ukraine, 
some in the deep forests of Mexico , some in the interior of 
Africa, and on tiie far-away shores of the Pacific. Fromises 
of golden harvest, visions of wealthro\liii|^\.TiN^^\.^\yxA^^^^^ 
^leßt 006000 ofgain before the parcbed aüd V)d^%N^*^\^^*3^ ^'^ 
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toil and famine ! Little thought they who, half in the wanton- 
ness of fancy, coloured these descriptions , what seeds they 
were sowing in many a rugged natui*e ! what feverish passions 
they were engendering! what lures to wile men on and on, 
through youth, and manhood, and age, with one terrible 
fascination to enslave them! 

If many of these contained interesting scraps of adventure 
and enterprise in remote and stränge countries , others were 
merely dry and succinct notices of the discovery of gold in 
particular places , announcements , which nothing short of an 
innate devotion to the one theme , could possibly have dwelt 
upon; and these, if I were to judge from the situations they 
occupied, were the most favoured paragraphs, and those most 
frequently read over : they were the daily food vnth which he 
fed his hope , through , doubtless , long y ears of suffering and 
toil. It was the oil which replenished the lamp, when the wick 
had bumed to the very socket ! 

How one could fancy the old Gambusino as he sat before 
his winter fire , half dozing in the solitude of his uncompani- 
onable existence , revelling in all the illusions with which his 
mind was fiUed ! With what sympathy must he have foUowed 
his fellow-labourers in every far-away quarter of the globe ! 
how moumed over their disappointments, how exulted in their 
successes! These little scraps and sentences were the only 
links that tied him to the world — they were all that spoke to 
him of his own species ! 

As I went about the hut, the appearance of the greatest 
poverty and privation Struck me on every side : his clothing, 
wom to very tatters , had been mended by skins of beasts and 
patches of canvas; the tools with which he worked, showed 
marks of rüde repair, that proved how "he to hiinself suf- 
ficed," without aid from others. 

I passed the night without sleep, my mind füll of the 

melancholy picture before me. When day broke, I walked 

forth into the cool air to refresh myself , and found , to my 

astonisbment, that the spot had \>eeiia'P\ax^T Q>i oti^i.^ ^t^^t 
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repnte , at least so the remains around attested. The mined 
framework of miners' huts — the great massive furnaces for 
smelting — huge cradles, as they arecalled, for gold sifting 
— long troughs , formed of hollowed trunks , for washing — 
lay scattered on all sides. The number of these, showed what 
importance the spot had oncc possessed , and the rotten con- 
dition in which they now were , proved how long it had been 
deserted by all save him , who was now to take his rest , where, 
for many a weary year, he had toiled and laboured. 

A little cross , decorated with those insignia of torture so 
frequently seen in Catholic countries — the pincers, the 
ßcourge, and the crown of thoms — showed where Piety had 
raised an altar beside that of Mammon , and undemeath this I 
resolved to lay the poor old Gambusino's bones, as in a 
Christian grave. I could not divest my mind of the impression, 
that some power, higher than mere chance , had led me to the 
spot, to perform those last offices to the poor outcast. Having 
eaten my breakfast, which I shared with the dog, I set to work 
to fashion something that should serve as a coffin. There was 
timber in abundance , and the old miner's tools sufficed for all 
I needed. My labour , however , was only completed as night 
closed in, so that I was obliged to wait for moming to finish 
my task. 

Wearied by my exertions, I slept soundly, and never 
awoke tili the bright sunbeams pierced through the chinks of 
the log hut, and streamed in amidst its dusky atmosphere; 
then I arose, and placed the old man in his coffin. I sat down 
beside it , and , as I looked at the calm cold features , I could 
not help reflecting, that even he had not been more an outcast 
from his fellows than I was myself. If fate had cast his lot in 
the solitude of this dreary region, he was not more alone in the 
World than /, who had neither home nor family. How stränge 
was it too , that it should have devolved upon me to pay him 
these last rites. No — no — this could not be accident, The 
longer I dwelt npon this theme, tlie motö «>\xoTi^^ ^^&^ 
loapreBsed by tbia one conviction*, aad hont , \oo^5^^^i^^^ 

The Confessions of Con Cregan* IL ^ 
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after the lapse of y ears , that feeling is but more confirmed b^ 
time. 

Taking the shovel and the pick, Iset forth to dig the grav^ 
the poor dog following at my heels , as though knowing in 
what cause I was labouring. The earth was hard and stonyt 
so that at first I made but httle progress , but soon I reached a 
clayey soft soll, which again was succeeded by a dense, finn 
Stratum of stones , impacted closely together, fike a pavement 
made by hauds; indeed it was difficult to conceive it other- 
wise , the stones being so nearly of the same size , and laid 
down with a regularity so striking and purposelike. I pro- 
ceeded to loosen them with the barreta, but, to my surprißCj 
no sooner had I displaced this layer than another exactly 
similar displayed itself underneath. If this be "Nature's 
handywork ,'* thought I , " it is the strängest thing I ever saw " 
I labourcd hard to remove tliis second tier, and now caBfl^ 
down upon a light gravelly soil, into which the barreta passe« 
easily. Shall I own that it was with a sense of disappointmeö 
thati perceived this? It was not that my expectations hft' 
taken any distinct or palpable form, but their vaguene^ 
somehow had not excluded hope ! 

As I Struck down the iron barreta into the light earth , I si 
down and feil into a musing fit, from which the dog arouse 
me by licking my hands, and looking up into my face, f. 
though reproaching me for deserting my task. larose at onc< 
and set to work in right earnest. The grave was now füll fiv 
feet in depth , and needed only to be made a little longer. ] 
was after about an hour*s hard labour, and my task was a 
but completed , when the barreta Struck a stonc which it wa 
requisite to remove ; it was a large and heavy one , and muc 
more firmly impacted in the earth than I at first supposed, an 
it was only by splintering it with the iron "crow" that I wf 
able to succeed. As I lifted the fragments and threw thei 
away, my hands came in contact with a soft substance undei 
neath , that , to the feel at least , resembled the skin of a beai 
with the wool or hair on. 1 cVeaied. a^arj ^^ ^«x^^ %xA ^^ 
to my astönishment what 1 at on^e Vue^ \ä \i^ ^^^RRÄ 
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Malo lüde , smeared over with a pcculiar oil the Indiana nse, 
to prevent rotting or decomposition. I drew forth my knife 
and ripped it open; a strong skin of undressed bück was now 
laid bare; again I applied my knife vigorously to this , and as 
the Sharp steel ran freely along, a glittering heap of gold 
disclosed itself before me , and roUed in fragments to my 
feet! 

Icannot attempt to describe the emotions ofthat moment, 
as with a heart bursting with delight, Iran my fingers through 
the heaps of shining metal , many of them larger than my 
closed fist. I pulled off my cap and filled it: I opcned my 
handkerchief , and in a few moments that also was crammed : 
f Istnffed my pockets; but the treasure seemed inexhaustible. 
larose, and hastened to the hut for the great canvas bagin 
which the poor miner used to keep bis chesnuts , and oh ! the 
terror that came over me now , lest I should be seen ; lest any 
other should discover me. With the speed that fear alone can 
Bupply I soon filled the sack , not alone with gold , but also 
with several little leather bags, which I discovered contained 
gems and precious stones, emeralds principally, with opals, 
Bappbires, and nibies, some of a size and colour I had never 
seen equalled before. There were eight of these bags marked 
with some enigmatical letters, of which I did not know the 
meaning, nor in good truth , did I puzzle myself to discover. 

fThe wealth , unbounded as it seemed, needed no explanation ; 
there it lay glittering upon the grass beneath the morning sun, 
and there I sat amidst it, as Aladdiu might have sat amidst 
the treasures of his mine. 

As I opened the bags one after another, in eager im- 
patience , I came upon one filled with papers , and these I 
quickly discovered were receipts for deposits of large sums 
placed at various times in the hands of Don Xafire Hijaros, 
Banker, at Guajuaqualla , by Menelaus Crick! Yes, these 
^ere the hidden treasures for which the Black Boatswain of 
Anticosti had endured the tortures of the'bxMcmiv^VtQvi^xA'^^ 
^^el, tbe terrible agonies of the ftesVipme-et^^ %xvÖL'»öcÄ.^^^^ 
^gering pains of paralysis. These ttien ^ex^ \}cä nSssss^ 



116 THE CONPESSIONS OF CON CREGAN. 

that haunted his dotage in the very night I had seenhim^ as 
he struggled in some imaginary conflict, and patted the 
ground in somefancied act of concealmentl Asuddenchillran 
through me as I thought by what horrible deeds of crime and 
blood all this treasure might — nay, must — have been 
amassed! What terrible acta of murder and assassination ! 
Many of the gems were richly set, and showed that they had 
been wom. Some of the emeralds had been extracted from 
Ornaments or taken from the hilts of daggers or swords. 
Violence and blood had stained them all ! there could not be a 
doubt of it: and now there arose within me a stränge confliet, 
in which the thirst for wealth warred with a feeling of super- 
ßtition, that whispered, "No luck could go with gain so 
bought!" The Perspiration roUed in great drops down! my 
face; my heart swelled and throbbed with its emotions; the 
arteries of my temples beat with a force that seemed to smite 
the very brain, as I canvassed this vital question, "Dare I 
touch wealth so associated with deeds of infamy?" 

If my wishes arranged themselves on one side , all my fears 
were marshalled on the other , and what foes can wage a more 
terrible conflict ! The world, with its most attractive pleasures, 
its thousand fascinations , all the delusions that gold can buy, 
and convert into realities , beckoned here. Horrible fancies 
of an unknown vengeance, a Nemesis in crime unexpiated, 
menaced there ! May I never have to preside in a court where 
the evidence is so strongly opposed; where the facts are so 
equally balanced. If, at one instant, I beheld myself the 
gorgeous millionaire , launching forth into the wide ocean of 
unexplored enjoyment, at the next, I saw myself crawling 
upon the earth , maimed and crippled like the old negro slave ; 
a curse upon me-, the cries of widowed mothers ringing in my 
ears; the curses of ruined fathers tracking me wherever I 
went! I cannot teil what verdict my poor empannelled con- 
science might have brought in at last; but suddenly a new 
witness appeared in the court, and gave a most decided tum 
to the caae, This was no less thaa "the Church/' whose 
teßtimony gently insinuated tbat \i ^i^ xaaXXet ^^x^ ^tä ^\ 
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difficulty, it was not yet witbout a Solution. " It is true, Master 
CJon ," whispered she , " that thesc treasures have an odour of 
rapine , but let us see if the Church cannot purify them. A 
silver lamp to the Virgin can throw a lustre upon deeds that 
have not *loved the light.' An embro idered petticoat can 
Cover a great many small sins , and the incense that rises from 
a gold censer , offered by pious hands , will do mach to correct 
the pungency of even the saltcst tears." 

Build a chapel, Con; endowanunnery; or, ifyoudon't 
like shutting up young ladies, let it be a "monkery ;" make 
an Investment in hair-cloth shirts and cord girdles ; buy shares 
in the grand Purgatory scheme, and take out "next world 
Bcrip ," in the shape of masses , jubilees , and novenas. You 
can keep a bishop , without feeling the cost , and have a whole 
candle manufactory perpetually at the service of "our lady," 
without being obliged to curtail one of your own wax-lights. 
What a revulsion did this bright thought give to all my 
previous doubtings ! not only satisfying my scruples here, but 
suggesting very comfortable associations for hereafter. By 
thisproceedin^, Con, thought I, you are "hedging against 
hereafter: " yöu may be a Sardanapalus while you live, and a 
Saint afterdeath: it's betting upon the "double event," with 
all the odds in your favour. 

I must say, for the sake of my credit, that Iresolved to 
"do the thing handsomely." I determined that a finer virgin 
shonld not be seen thanmine, and that if a "Saint Cregan" 
could be discovered in the catalogue , I'd adopt him as my 
patron, at any cost; neither would I forget the poor old miner 
in my pious offerings : he should have masses said for him , for 
a fall twelvemonth to come , and I*d ofFer a silver pick-axe to 
any of the calendar who would deign to accept it. In a word, 
there was nothing that money could do (and what can it not?) 
that I would not engage to perform, so that the Church should 
coiuieiit to take me into partnership. 

Never was a poor head exposed to such a conflict of dis- 
eovdtttt thought. Plane of pleasure« and i^\\^tcl%.^^\ ^ä- 
geouB risdons of enjoyment , warring wvt\i i«ijieAftÄ oi^^^OL^aföa. 
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and scourges; sumptuous dinners, equipages, theatres, balls, 
and festivities , mingling with fastings , processions , and mor- 
tifications, made up achaos, only a shade above downright 
insanity. 

The day wore on , and it was late in the afternoon ere I 
bethought me of the poor Gambusino, beside whose open 
gravel still sat, lost in speculation. "Poor fellow!*' saidl, 
asihoisted his coffin on my Shoulder, **you have gotarich 
pall-bearer for one who died in such poverty; you little 
thought you would be bome to the grave by a millionaire ! " 
As I said this — I shame to own it — there was a tinge of self- 
commendation in the notion, as though inferring — " See what 
a noble fellow I am! with gold and gems, such as an emperor 
might envy ; and yet look at me , carrying a poor old miner's 
body to the grave, just as if we were equals ! " 

"It's very handsome of you, Con — that I must say!*' 
whispered I to myself; but, somehow, the poor dog did not 
appear to take the same exalted notion of my magnanimity, 
but was entirely engrossed by his sorrow; for he lay crouching 
upon the earth, uttering cries the most piteous and heart- 
rending, at each shovelful I threw in the grave. 

"Cheer up, poor fellow!" said I, patting him, "you 
shall have a gold collar, and a clasp of real emerald." How 
naturally does a rieh man reeur to wealth as the eure for every 
affliction ! How difficult for him to believe that gold is not a 
ßovereign remedy for all disorders. 

As for the dog, poor brüte! he took no more heed of my 
consolation , than he notieed my altered condition — of which, 
by his familiarity, he showed himself totally uneonscious. 
How differently had he behaved, thought I, had he been 
a man! What sudden respeet had he feit for me, — what 
natural reluctance to obtrude himself on me , — how honoured 
by my notice , — how distinguished by my favour ! It is piain 
the dog is a very inferior animal; his perceptions arenot fine 
enou^h to distinguish between the man of wealth and the 
panper! 
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These and very similar reflections engaged me wliile I 
completed mytask; after which, I carried myprecious bur- 
thens off, and deposited them within the hut. By this time I 
was very hungry , but had nothing to eat, save the fragments 
that remained from my breakfast , — a singular meal for one 
who , in a fitting place , could have dined sumptuously , and 
off vessels of gold and silver! I had the appetite of a poor 
man, however, andateheartily; and then , taking my gourd 
of wine , sat down beside a little spring that issued from the 
rock, to think over my future. 

Perhaps my whole life — not wanting in hours of pleasure 
and enjoyment — never presented anythmg so truly delightful 
as that evening. 

The season of gratification which I had dreamed of, 
sighed, panted, andprayedfor, was now to be mine. Iwas 
at last to be a ^^gentleman," so far, at least, as immense 
wealth and a very decided taste for spending it could make 
me. But were Üiese, I flatteringly asked myself, all my 
qualifications ? Was I not master of three or four languages ? 
Had I not become an expert shot , an excellent rider , a grace- 
fiil dancer , with some skill upon the guitar and the mandolin? 
Could I not contend , in most exercises where strength and 
activity were required with any? Had I not traveUed and 
seensomethingof the World and itsways? Ay, marry, and 
a little more of both , than was usual for young gentlemen of 
fortunel 

Of personal advantages it might not become me to speak ; 
but the truth requires me to say, that nature had dealt very 
handsomely by me. And now, I ask of the fair reader, — 
the unfair one I put out of court on the occasion — " are not 
these very pretty chances with which to woo fortune?" Less 
sanguine spirits would perhaps have sighed for more, and 
asked for a hundred gifts, of whose use and value I knew 
nothing — such as birth , family influence , and the like. As 
for me, I was content with the "band of trumps" Fate had 
dealt with me ; I owned frankly , that if 1 Voa\. >iJafe ^^xsvü, ^ '"^ 
must be for lack of skill , and not of luck.. 
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M7 plana were very simple. Once at Guajuaqualla, I 
should find out where Donna Maria de los Dolores lived , and 
then, providing myself with a suitable equipage and ser- 
vants, I should proceed to pay mj addresses in all form, 
affecting to have resumed my real rank and Station, from 
which on our first aequaintance , a passing caprice had with- 
drawn me. I anticipated , of course , very shrewd inquiries 
as to my family and fortune; butitrusted to "native wit" to 
satisfy these, secretly resolving at the time, that I would 
avoid lying for the future ; and apropos of this propensity , I 
had never indulged in it, save from that vagrant impulse, that 
tempts a child to scamper over the flower plat of a garden , in- 
stead of keeping to the gravel — the great charm being found, 
in the secret that it " was wrong." And, oh, ye dear, good, 
excellent souls whose instincte are always coiTect, who can 
pass knockers on doors and not wish to wring them off! — who 
see gas-lamps in lonely spots , and never think of breaking 
them; who neither "humbug" the stupid, nor mystify the 
vain: who "take life" seriously; forgive the semibarbarism 
of our Celtic tastes, which leads us to regard "Fun" as the 
very honey of existence , and leads us to extract it from every 
flower in life's path ! 

When I "lied" — as only the great "Pinto" ever lied more 
atrociously — I was more amused by my own extra vagances, 
than were my listeners. I threw out my inventions among 
stupid folk, as a rieh man fiings his guinea among a group of 
beggars , to enjoy the squabbling 'and contending for such an 
unlooked-for prize. 

And now I was going to abandon tha^abit, as one un- 
suited to the responsibilities of a rieh man's Station ! Oh dear, 
what a sigh honest Jack Falstaff must have heaved when 
he swore "he would eschew sack and low Company, and live 
cleanly." 

I now addressed myself more practically to my work, and, 

seeing that it would be quite impossible for me to carry the 

^eat bulk of my treasure to Guajuaqualla , I replaced the 

eanvas sack, with the gold, and. BOinft oi ^^Ä \ax%t5jt \\«j^a 
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of the gems in tlie ground , and merely took those that con- 
tained the paper securities, and some of the more valuable 
emeralds, alongwithme. 

In parting with my wealth, even for a short absence, I 
confess my feelings were very poignant. A thousand fears 
beset me, and I tumed to survey the spot beneath which 
it lay , wondering if there was any indication to mark the con- 
cealed riches below. All , however, lookcd safe and plausible ; 
and I proceeded on my way , with a heart as easy , as , I sup- 
pose , rieh men's hearts are permitted to be ! 

I believe the road along which I joumeyed lay in the midst 
of a fertile and pleasing tract: I believe, I say, for I own 
I saw nothing of it. The river along which I walked seemed 
ßilver, molten silver, to me; the fruit- trees bore apples of 
pure gold; the stars which studded the moming sky seemed 
sapphires and diamonds; the dewdrops on the grass were 
opals all. If I sat down to rest myself , I instantly took one 
of my precious bags from my pocket, to gaze at the bright 
treasures it contained , and feast my eyes with brilliancy. 

At last I found myself on the Igreat high road , and as the 
signpost told me, only "tres leguas" — three leagues — 
fiK)m Guajuaqualla. For a few copper coins I obtained a seat 
upon a peasant's "carro," and joumeyed along more agree- 
ably, secretly laughing to myself at the stränge conveyance 
that carried " Caesar and his fortunes." 

The peasant was on old man , who lived by selling water- 
melons , gourds , and cucumbers in the city , and knew most 
of its well-known inhabitants. It was therefore a good oppor- 
tunity for me to leam something of those in whom I was 
interested. He told me that the banker , Don Xafire Hijaros, 
had died several years ago , but that his son Manuel carried 
on the business, and was reputed to be the riebest man in 
Guajuaqualla. It was said that the great wealth of the house 
had bcen accumulated, in ways, and by means, that would 
not bear too close scrutiny. Large sums had been, it was 
alleged , lodged in his hands by negroes atidlTiöÄa.\Ä^ ^^^?ssas\.^ 
Mt Ae mineß, the owners of which were oilen tc^sÄft ^-^^i ''w>Äq. 
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of conduct were conspicuously displayed. Pictures , repre- 
senting dreadful catastrophes , by falling masses of rock — 
irruptions of torrents — and down-pouring cataracts, showed 
what fates were ever in störe forthose who "forgot the 
Church." And , as if to heighten the effeet , whenever a Cay- 
man or a Jaguar was ** sloping off" with a miner in his month 
— a respectable saint was sure to be detected in the offing — 
wiping his eyes in compassion , but not stirring a finger to his 
assistance. 

I will not say that these specimens of pictorial piety in- 
duced any stroug religious feeling to my mind , but they cer- 
tainly amused me highly , and although hungry from a long 
fast, I stopped, füll twenty times on my way to the Posada, 
to gaze and wonder at them. 

At the "Mono" (the "Ape"), a beast, which, at first I 
mistook for a certain historical character, to whom populär 
prejudice always vouchsafes a tail, I put up, and haying dis- 
cussed a very sumptuous breakfast, sent for the landlord, 
a little dark-visaged Jew from Pernambuco. 

"1 hear," saidl,arranging myself inan attitudeofimposing 
elegance, "I hear, Senhor Maestro, that my people and equi- 
pages have not arrived yet, and 1 begin to feel a great anziety 
for their safety. Can you leam from any of the Muleros if 
they have seen two carriages, with four mules each, on the 
Chihuahua road?" 

"I have just inquired," said the Jew, with asly, almost 
impertinent leer, "and his Excellency's suite have not been 
seen." 

"How provoking!" said I, impatiently; "this comes of 
indulging that capricious taste for adventure which always 
inclines me to a soÜtary ramble among mountains; and now, 
here I am, without clothes, baggage, horses, servants, — in 
fact, with nothing that a person of my condition is accustomed 
to have about him." 

The Jew's face changed its expression during this speech, 
and from a look of droll malice, which it wore at first, assumed 
Ml Air ofalmoat open insolence, aabe saxd, — 
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"Senhor Viajador, I am too old to be imposed upon by 
these fooleries. TJie traveller who enters an inn on bis feet, 
witb ragged clotbes and tattered shoes, takes too higb a fligbt 
when he raves of equipage and followers." 

I bethougbt me of the lesson I once gave tbe mate of tbe 
transport ship at Quebec, and 1 lay back indolently in my 
chair, and stared coolly at the Jew. * * Son of Abraham," said 
I, with a slow Intonation, " take care what you say. I indulge 
in a vast variety of caprices , some of which the severe world 
calls follies; but there is one which I never pennit myself, 
namely, to suffer the sb'ghtest liberty on the part of an inferior. 
I give you this piece of information for your guidance, since it 
is possible that business with the banker Don Manuel Hijaros 
may detain me a few days in this place , and I desire that the 
lesson be not lost upon you." 

The Jew stood while I delivered these words, a perfect 
ideal of doubt and embarrassment. The pretentious tone, 
contrasted with the ragged apparel — the air of insufferable 
pride, with all the semblance ofpoverty, and the calm com- 
posure of confidence, seemed to him singular features in one 
whose apparent destitution might have suggested humility. 

** I see your embarrassment ," said I , " and I forgive your 
error, and now to business. I have several visits to pay in this 
neighbourhood ; my people may not arrive for a day or two ; 
and I cannot afford the delay of waiting for them. Can you 
teil if there be anything suitable in the way of equipage for a 
man of rank to be had here ? Something simple of course, as 
befitting the place — a piain carriage , with four mules — if 
Andalusian, all the better; two lazadores, or outriders, will 
be sufficient, as I wish to avoid display ; the liveries and equip- 
ment may be piain also." 

" There is at this moment, Senhor, the open carriage of the 
late Gobemador of Gruajuaqualla, to be sold; he had not used 
it when he was called away by death: that and bis six. \xvx\]l&<& 
— not Andalusian, it is true, but of t\ie\Aae\L\iTfefe^ qI^Oöä.- 
baDnab, arenow atyoux Excellency'B dis^OÄa\r 
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"And the price," said I, not seeming to notice the half- 
jmpertinent smile that curled liis lip as he epoke. 

"Three thousand crowns, Senhor; less than half their 
cost." 

"Ameretrifle,** saidl, carelessly, "ifthecarriageplease 
me. 

" Your Excellency can see it in the court beneath." 

I followed the Jew as he led the way into the open "cour," 
and , after jpassing across it , we entered a spacious building, 
where, amidst a whole hospital of ruined and dilapidated 
caleches, can-es, and wagons, stood a most beautiful britscka, 
evidently imitated from somiB London or Parisian model. It 
was of a dark chocolate colour, with rieh linings of pale blue 
silk. The arms of the late Gobernador were to have been 
painted on the doors, but fortunately were not begun when he 
died , so that the " carroza" seemed in every respect a private 
one. The Jew next showed me the team of mules, magnificent 
animals of fifteen and half hands in height , and in top con- 
dition. The harness and housings were all equally splendid 
and suitable. 

"If your Excellency does not deem them unworthy of you," 
said he, with a smile of most treacherous meaning, " they are 
certainly a great bargain. I have myself advanced fifteen 
hundred piastres upon them." 

**I'll take them," said I, curtly; "tind now for the ser- 
vants." 

" The coachman and a few lacqueys are here still, your 
Excellency; but their liveries had not been ordered wheij^the 
sad event occurred." 

*^ Send the firsttailor in the place to my apartment," said 
I; "and if there be a diamond merchant, or a gem valuer here, 
let him come also." 

"I am myself a dealer in pru(ipi|||rT^tone8, your Excellency," 
replied the Jew, with a more rib&missive air than he had yet 
exbibited. 
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" Come with me, then," said I; " for I always carry some of 
mj less valuable trinkets about with me, as the least cumbrous 
mode of taking money. Leaving the landlord in the sitting- 
room, I passed into my Chamber, and speedily re-entered with 
a handsome emerald ring upon my finger , and a ruby brooch 
of great size in my breast. 

The Jew's eyes were lit up with a lustre , only inferior to 
that of the gems, as he saw them, and, in a voice tremulous 
with eagemess, he said, "Will yonr Excellcncy dispose of 
these?" 

"Yes," saidl, carelessly; "thereareothersalso, whichl 
am determined to turn into cash. What value would you put 
upon this ring?" 

** Five hundred crowns, Sehhor, if it be really as pure as it 
seems.** 

"If thatbe your valuation, friend," rejoinedl, "I would 
be a purchaser, not a seller, in this city. That gern cost me 
six thousand piastres ! tobesure, somethingofthepricemust 
be laid to the Charge of historical associations. It was the 
present of the Sultan AI Hadgid ak Meerun-ak-Roon , to the 
Empress Matilda." 

" Six thousand piastres!" echoed the Jew, whose astonish- 
ment stopped short at the sum, without any regard for the 
great names 1 had hurled at him. " I believe I may have paid 
a trifle too much," said I, smiling; "thePrince of Syracuse 
thought it dear! But then here is a much more valuable stone, 
which only cost as much : " and so saying, I took from my 
pocket an immense emerald , which had once formed the Or- 
nament of a dagger. 

" Ah,Dios! that is fine," said the Jew, as he held it between 
him and the light; "and were it not for the flaw, would be a 
rareprize!" 

" Were it not for the flaw, friend," said I, " it would still be 
where it stood for upwards of eight hundred years — in the 
royal crown of Hungaiy -- in the ' ScViati-lL^Asraifex' <i?l^^'Ma*- 
bürg. Tbe Emperor Joseph liad it mo\»x\.e^ m \ää q^^tq. 
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poignard ; from bis Lands it reached theCalton's of Auersberg, 
and then, at the value of six thousand piastres , by a wager, 
came into my own." 

" At what price would you now dispose of it?" asked be, 
timidly. 

" A friend migbt have it for ten tbousand," said I, calmly ; 
" to tbe World at large tbe price would be twelve." 

"Ah, your Excellency 1 such sums rest not inourbumble 
city! You must go to Madrid or Grenada for wealth like 
that."; 

" So I suspect," said I, cooUy. " I will content myself witb 
depositing tbem witb my banker for the present; to seil them 
bere would be a needless sacrifice of them." 

"And yet, Seühor, I would willingly be the purcbaser of 
that gern," said he, as be stood, fascinated by tbe lustre of the 
stone, from which he could not take bis eyes. " If six tbousand 
five bundred piastres — " 

"I have said ten to a friend, my honest Israelite," inter- 
rupted I. 

"I am but a poor man, your Excellency — a poor struggling 
bardworking man — content if be but gain the bumblest profit 
bybislabour; say, tben, seven tbousand piastres, and 1 will 
seil my mules to make up tbe amount." 

"I will say twelve, and not a doubloon less, ^Senhor Judio,* 
but a friend may have it for ten." 

"Ab! if your * Alteza' would but say eight. Eight tbou- 
sand piastres counted down upon tbe table in honest silver," 
said be ; and tbe tears stood in bis eyes as be supplicated. 

" Be it so ," said I , "but upon one condition. Sbould you 
ever reveal this, or sbould you ever speak of the transaction in 
any way, there is no manner of evil and mischief I will not 
work you. If it cost me half my fortune , I will be your ruin ; 
for I refused to part witb that same to the Primate of SeviUe, 
and be would never forgive me if tbe story sbould reach bis 
ears/' 
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The Jew wished the Patriarchs to witness bis oath of 
secrecy , and though each of us was well aware that the otiber 
was lying, somehow we seemed satisfied by the exchange of 
cur false coinage I suppose we acted on the same prmciple as 
the thieves, who could not keep their hands out of each other's 
pockets, although they knew well tbere was notbing there. 

Whatever the Jew's suspicion of the means by which I had 
become possessed of such wealth, he prudently thought that 
he might reap more profit by falling in with my plans, than by 
needlessly scrutinisingmy character; and, so far, he judged 
wisely. 

The contraet for the carriage I completed on the spot, and 
having engaged the servants and ordered their liveries — piain 
suits of bro¥ni with gold tags, aiguilettes — I gave directions 
for my own wearing apparel , in a style of costly magnificence 
that confirmed me in the title of "Alteza" given by all who 
came in contact with me. These oceupations oecupied the 
entire moming, and it was only late in the afkernoon thati had 
spare time to recreate myself by a walk in the garden of the 
inn before dinner; a promenade which, I am free to own, was 
heightened in its enjoyment by the rieh rustling sounds of my 
heavy silk robe-de-chambre , and the soft downy tread of my 
velvet Slippers on the smooth turf. It was a delicious moment! 
the very birds seemed to sing a little paean of rejoicing at my 
good luck; the flowers put forth their sweetest odours as I 
passed, and I feit myself in ecstasy with the whole creation, 
and in particular with that segment of it called Con Cregan, 
And there be folk in this world , would call this egotism and 
vanity; ay, and by worse names too! As if it was not the 
verypurest philanthropy — as if my seif- content did not 
spring from the calm assurance, that the goods of fortune 
were bestowed in the right direction, and that the goddess 
whom men call ^^fickle," was in reality a most discriminating 
deity! 

There are no two things in creation less alike than a rieh 
man and a poor one ! Not only do all theix t\io\jL^\&^i^^\sN.^^ 
aod affections run in opposite chamieVs , W\. \)MiYt YsA^jssÄ^fioa» 
TÜfi Confessiona ofCon Cregan, IL ^ 
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are difFerent; and from the habit of presenting particular 
aspects to the world, they come at last to conform to the im- 
pressions conceived of them by the public. The eccentricities 
of wealth are exalted into fashions — the peculiarities of po- 
vexty are degraded to downright vices. 

"Oh, glorious metal!" exclaimed I, as I walked along, 
"that smoothes the roughest road of life, that makes the 
toughest venison savoury, and renders the rudest associates 
civil and compliant, what insolence and contumely had I not 
met with here, in this poor * Posada,* had I only been what my 
humble dress and mean exterior denoted! and now, what is 
there that I cannot exaet — what demands can I make , and 
hear that they are impossible?" 

" His Excellency's dinner is served," said the host, as he 
advanced with many a low and obsequious salutation , to an- 
nounce my dinner. 

I suppose that the cookery of the "Mono" was not of the 
very highest order , and that if presented before me now , it 
would meet but sorry acceptance from my more educated 
palate; but at the timel speak of, it seemed actually delicious. 
There appeared to arise faint odours of savoury import, from 
dishes whose garlic would now almost sufiPocate me, and I 
luxuriated in the flavour of wine , every glass of which would, 
at this day, have put my teeth on edge. If my enjoyment was 
great, however, I took care not to let it appear too palpable ; 
on the contrary, I criticised and condemned, with all the 
fastidiousness of a spoiled nature, and only condescended to 
taste anything on the perpetual assurance of the host, that 
" though very diflterent from what his Excellency was used to, 
it was exactly to the taste of the late *Gobernador.'" 

I feit all the swelling importance of wealth within me , as I 
beheld the eringing lacqueys and the obsequious host, who 
never dared to carry himself erect in my presence — the very 
meats seemed to send up an incense to my nostrils. The 
gentle wind that shook the orange blossoms , seemed made to 
bear its odours to my senses — sdl Nature appeared tributary 
to my eDJoyment, And, only to t\uxi\s. oi \\.\ Ä\3£aa ^dn\A.tiQYi. 
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was for poor Con Cregan , the convict's son ; the houseless 
Btreet-romier of Dublin; the cabin-boy of the yacht; the 
flnnkey at Quebec; the penniless wanderer in Texas ; the wag 
of the " Noria," in Mexico ; — what a revulsion , and how sud- 
den and unexpected ! 

It now became a matter of deep consideration within me 
how I should Support this unlooked-for change of condition, 
without betraying too palpably what the French would call 
my " antecedents." As to my "relatives," — forgive the poor 
pun — they gave me little trouble. I had often remarked in 
life , that vulgär wealth never exhibits itself in a more absurd 
and odious light, than when indulging in pleasuresof which 
the sole enjoyment is the amount of the cost. The upstart 
rieh man may sit in a gallery of pictures, where Titian, Velas- 
quez , and Vandyck have given him a Company, whose very 
countenances seem to despise him , while he thinks of nothing 
aave the price. If he listen to Malibran, the only sense 
awakened is the cost of her engagement; and hence that 
stolid apathy — the lustreless gaze — the unrelieved weariness 
he exhibits in society, where it is the metal of the "mind" is 
clinking, and not the metal of the " mint." To a certain extent 
I did not incur great danger on this head : Nature had done 
me some kind Services ; the chief of which was , she had made 
me an Irishman ! 

There may seem — alas ! there is too great cause that 
there should seem — something paradoxical in this boast, now, 
when sorrow and suffering are so much our portion ! but I 
speak only of the individuality which, above every other I 
have seen or heard of , invests a man with a spirit to enjoy 
whatever is agreeable in life. Now this same giffc is a great 
safeguard against the vulgarity of purse pride , since the man 
who launches forth upon the open sea of pleasure is rarely 
occupied by thoughts of seif. 

As for me I feit a kind of gluttony for every delight that 
gold can purchase. What palaces I would inhabit; what 
eqoipages I would drive; what magm&eetv^. i^\fe'&\^^^^ 
^/f»; what inimitable little dinneiB , YrYietft "^i^ak^aX.-^ , -^^SJ^ ^ ^sjä. 
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genius alone should be gathered together; what music shoiild 
I possess in " my private band ; " what exotics in my conser- 
vatory; and how I should dispense thcse fascinations; what 
happiness would I diffuse in the circle in which I moved , and 
what a circle would that be ! It was to this precise point my 
buoyant fancy had brought me , as the second flask of Cham- 
pagne, iced almost to a crystal, had warmed me into a glow of 
imaginative enthusiasm. I fancied myself in a gilded saloon, 
where , amid the glare of a thousand wax lights , a brilliant 
Company were assembled. I thought that at each opening of 
the folding door a servant announced some name , ülustrious 
from Position, or great in reputation, and that around me, as I 
stood , a group was gathered of all that was distinguished in 
the World of fashion or celebrity. " Your Royal Highness has 
made this the proudest day of my life," said I, rising, and 
bowing reverentially before a faded old arm-chair. "May I 
offer yourEminence a seat,"continued I, to a red sofa-cushion 
I mistook for a cardinal. " Your Excellency is most heartily 
welcome ," said I , to an empty decanter ; and so did I convert 
every adjunct of the Chamber into some distinguished per- 
sonage, even to my fast-expiring lamp, which, witha glim- 
mering flame, aüd a nauseous odour, was gradually dying 
away, and which I actually addressed as a great ambassador! 

After this , I conclude that I must have imagined myself in 
the East; possibly taking a cup of sherbet with the Sultan, or 
a chibouk with the Khan of Tammerkabund ; for when I be- 
came conscious once more , I found myself upon the hearth- 
rug , where I had been enjoying a delicious sleep of some 
hours. 

"Would his Excellency desire to see bis Chamber?" asked 
the landlord, as with a brauch of candles he stood in the 
doorway. 

I waved my band in sign of assent, and followed him. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

" Gaajuaqualla." 

Thsbs are few things in this world gold cannot buy; but 
one among their number assuredly is — " a happy dream." 
Now, although I went to sleep in a great bed with damask 
hangings, and a gilt orown upon it, mypiilow fringed with 
deep lace, my coverlet of satin edged with gold, I dreamed 
ihe whole night through of strifes , combats, and encounters. 
At one time my enemy would be an Indian; at another, a 
half-breed; now, anegro; now, a Jaguar, or a rattlesnake ; 
but with whom, or whatever the struggle, it was always for 
moneyl Nothing eise seemed to have any hold upon my 
thoughts. Wealth, andwealthalone, appeared the guiding 
principle of my being; and, as the penalty, I was now to leam 
the ceaseless anxieties, the torturing dreads this passion 
begets. 

With daylight, however, I awoke, and the bright sun 
Streaming in, brought the glorious reality of my happy lot 
before me, and reminded me of the various duties my high 
State imposed. My first care was to ascertain the amount and 
security of my riches; and I resolved to proceed regularly, 
and in the most businesslike manner in the matter. To this 
end I ordered my carriage , and proceeded to pay my yisit to 
the banker, Don Xafire. 

I had devised and demolished füll fifty ingenious narra- 
tiyes of myself , when I drove into the court-yard where the 
banker resided , and found myself actually without one single 
satbfactory account of who I was , whenee I came , and by 
what means I became possessed of the formidable papers I 
carried. "Let circumstances pUot the eveaiV -ti^ä ts^ ^s^ 
maxim; suid 80 ßaying I enterQd, 
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The rattling tramp of my six mules, the Cracking of whips, 
and the crash of the wheels, brought many a head to the Win- 
dows of the old gaoi-like palace when my carriage drove up to 
the door, and the two out-riders stood in "a salute" at each 
8ide while I descended. **Sua Eccelenza El Condd de Ore- 
gano" resounded through the arched hall and passages, as an 
old servant in a tawdry suit of threadbare livery led the way 
to Don Xafire's private apartment. 

After a brief wait in a large bat meagrely-fumished Cham- 
ber, an old man — or a middle-aged one, with a look of age — 
entered; and, with a profusion of ceremonial, in which he 
assured me that his house, his wife, his oxen, his mules, bis 
asses, and in fact everything "that was his," stood at my 
disposal, asked to what fortunate event he owed the honour 
of my Visit. 

" I am the representative , Seiihor Xafire ," said I , " of the 
great house of Cregan and Company, of which doubtless you 
have heard; whose ships walk the waters of the icy seas , and 
lay at anohor amid the perfumes of the spiee Islands, and 
whose traffic unites two hemispheres." 

" May they always be prosperous ," said the polite Spani- 
ard, bowing. 

" They have hitherto enjoyed that blessing," responded I, 
almost thankfully. "Even as the youngest member of the 
firm, I have nothing to complainof on the score ofprosperity." 
I smiled , took forth a most gorgeous snuff-box, idl glittering 
with brilliants, and presenting it to the Spaniard, laid it care- 
lessly on the table. After a brief pause , to let the splendour 
settle down into his heart, I proceeded to inform him that in 
the course of commercial transactions , a vast number of bills, 
receipts for deposits , and other securities , had fallen into our 
hands, upon many of which we had advanced large sums, 
seeing that they bore the name ofthat most respectable house, 
the Bank of Don Xafire , of Guajuaqualla. " These would," 
I added, "have been dispersed through the various channelB 
of trade f had it not been the wish of my partners to open 
distinct relationa with youi Vio\&se^ asi^ <soiA«a^<^sQ^ >2b^ 
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have retained the papersuntil a favourable occasion presented 
itself of personally making the proposition. This happy op- 
portunity has arisen by our recent purchase of the great gold 
mines of the * Arguareche ' for seventy millions of piastres , of 
which you may have read in the Faros de la Habanas,'' 

He bowed a humble negative; and I went on to State that 
our mining Operations requiring co-operation and assistance, 
we desired to open relations with the great house of Don 
Xafire, whose good fame was well established on the 'Change 
of Liverpool. 

"You spoke of paper-securities and such like, Senhor; 
may I ask of what nature they are? " 

" You shall see them , Don Xafire ," said I , opening a very 
magnificent pocket-book, and presenting first a receipt, dated 
forty-eight years back, for the sum of twelve thousand piastres 
in silver, and four bags, weighing two hundred and eighty 
pounds of gold dust, from the hands of Menelaus Crick, of the 
mines of Hajoras, near Guajuaqualla. The Spaniard's dark 
cheek trembled, and a faint tinge of sickly yellow seemed to 
replace the dusky olive of his tint, as he said, "This is but 
waste-paper, Senhor, and I trust your excellent house has 
advanced nothing on its credit." 

"On the contrary, Senhor Banquiero," respondedl, "we 
have given the füll sum , being much advised tliereto by com- 
petent counsel/' 

The battle was now opened, and the combat begun. 

It iß needless, — I should weary my reader by recapitu- 
lating the tissue of inventions , in which, as inagarment, I 
wrapped myself. I saw quickly, that if /was a rogue , so was 
my antagonist , and that for every stratagem / possessed , 7ie 
was equally ready with another. At last, pushed hard by his 
evasions, equivocations, and subterfuges, I was driven to utter 
a shadowy kind of menace , in which I artfuUy contrived to 
mix the name of the General Santa Anna , — a word , in those 
days, of more than talismanic power. 

" And this reminds me," said I , " that onft oi ik^ «qq^^^V^ 
loBthis w&jf and was takeu prisoner iu tYiel^ock^ ^wixÄS)i«Ä> 
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committed to my Charge a letter, in which,I fancy, the General 
is interested." This was a random shot , bat it strack the 
buU's-eye throagh the very centre. The Senhora Dias's letter 
was enclosed in an envelope , in which a few words only were 
written ; bat these , few as they were , were safficient to create 
considerable emotion in Don Xafire , who retired into a win- 
dow, to read and re-read them. 

Anothershot, thoughtl, and he's disabled! ^^Itis need- 
less, then, Don Xafire, to prolong an interview which promises 
so little. I will therefore take my leave ; my next communi- 
cation will reach you throagh the General Santa Anna." 

"May I not crave a little time for consideration , Senhor," 
said he, humbly: "these are weighty considerations; there 
may be other demands still heavier in störe for as of the same 
kind." 

" Yoa are right, Senhor; there are other, and still heavier 
Claims, as yoa very properly opine. Some of them I have here 
with me ; others are in the hands of oar hoase; bat all shall be 
forthcoming, I assore yoa." 

**What may be the gross amoant, Senhor?" said the 
banker, trying, bat very ineffectaaUy, to look at his ease. 

"Withoat pretending to minute accaracy, Ishouldgaess 
the sam at something like seven handred thoasand piastres ; 
this , ezclasive of eertain Claims for compensation asaal in 
cases of inqairy. You anderstand me , I believe." The last 
menace was a shot in the very centre of his magazine , and so 
the little asarer feit it , as he fidgeted among his papers , and 
concealed his face from me. 

" Come , Senhor Xafire," said I, with the air of a man who 
means to deal mercifiilly , and not to crush the victim in his 
power; "I will be moderate with yoa. These bills and re- 
ceipts shall be all placed in yoar hands on payment of the 
sums due, without any demand for interest whatever. We 
will not speak of the other Claims at all. The transaction 
shall be strictly in honoor between us, and nothing shall 
ever transpiie to your disadvantage regarding it. Is this 
enougb?*' 
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The struggle in the banker^s miud was a difficult one , — 
bat after sevOTal hours passed in going over the papers, after 
mach discuMion, and some altercation, — I gained the day; 
and when I arose to take my leave , it was with my pocket- 
book staffed fall of bills, on Pemambaco, Mexico, Santa 
Cros, and the Havannah,. with letters of credit, bonds, and 
other seoarities; the whole amounting to four hundred thou- 
•and piastres , — the remaining sum of three hundred thou* 
sand, I had agreed to leave in Don Xafire's hands at reason- 
able interest. In fact, I was but too happy in the posses- 
sion of so mach, to think twice about what became of the 
remainder. 

I presented my friend Xafire with my ruby brooeh , as a 
soavenir: not, indeed , that he needed anything to remind him 
of our acquaintance ; and we parted with all the regrets of 
brothers about to separate. 

" Yoa will stay some days with us here , I hope ?'* said he, 
as he conducted me to my carriage. 

"I intend a short visit to some of the old 'Placers* in your 
neighbourhood ," repliedl, *^ after which, I mean to return 
here;" and so with a last embrace , we parted. 

My next care was to pay a visit to Don Esteban , for I was 
baming with anziety to see Donna Maria once more, and 
to open my campaign as a rieh suitor for her band. The day 
chosen for this expedition seemed a fortunate one, for the read, 
whioh led through a succession of vineyards, was thronged 
with townspeople and peasants , in gay holiday dresses ; all 
wending their way in the same direction with ourselves. I 
asked ti^e reason, and heard that it was the /e/e of the Vir- . 
gin de los Dolores, whose chapel was on the estate ofDon 
Esteban. Ibethought me of the time when I had planned 
a pilgrimage to that same shrine — little suspecting that I 
was to make it in my carriage , with six mules and two out- 
ridersi 

In less than an hoar*s drive we caia« m «\^\>q^\^<^\v^^^- 
Ima'jg Villa, buUt on the side of axic\i\y-^oo^*^^ \s^<;yQS)^s^3^> 
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Of the younger ladies , a few condoled with me , praised 
my heroism and my constancy, and threw out sly hints that 
when I tried my luck next , fortune might possibly be more 
generous to me. Don Esteban himself appeared to sympathize 
sincerely with my sorrow, and evinced the wannest sense of 
gratitude for the past. Even the Fra tried a little goodnatore, 
but it sat ill upon him , and it was easy to see that he enter- 
tamed a great mistrust of me. 

From the brief experience of what I suffered in these few 
days , I am decidedly of opinion that rieh men are far more 
impatient under reverses and disappointments than poor 
ones! It was a marvellous change for one like me, whose 
earlier years , it is unnecessary to remind the reader, were not 
passed in the lap ofthat comfortable wet nurse called "af- 
fluence ," and yet with all this brilliant present and still more 
f ascinating future , at the very iSirst instance of an Opposition 
to my will, I grew sad, dispirited, and morose. I should 
have been very angry with myself for my ingratitude, but 
that I set it all down to the score of love ; and so I went aboul 
the house , visiting each room where Donna Maria used to sit, 
reading her books, gazing at her picture, and feeding my 
mind with a hundred fancies, which the next moment oi 
thought told me were now impossible. 

Don Esteban, whose grief for the loss of his daughter was 
in a manner divided with mine , would not suffer me to leave 
him , and although the place itself served to keep open the 
wound of my regret , and the Fra's presence was anything but 
conciliatory, I passed several days at the villa. 

It would have been the greatest relief to me could I have 
persuaded myself to be candid with Don Esteban , and told 
him frankly the true story of my life. I feit that all the con- 
solations which he offered me were of no avail, simply be- 
cause I had misled him! The ingenious tissue of £ction in 
which I enveloped myself, was a web so thin , that it tore 
whenever I stirred, and my whole time was spent, as it were, 
in darning, patching, and piecing the frail garment with 
wbicb Icovered my nakednesa. 
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A dozen times every day I jumped up , determined to 
reveal my humble history ; but as regularly did a sentiment 
of false shame hold me back , and a dread of old Fra Miguers 
malicious leer, should he hear the story. Another, — and a 
Strange feeling , too , — influenced me. My imaginary rank, 
birth, and Station, had, from the mere force of repetition, 
grown to be a portion of myself. I had played the part with 
such applause before the world , that I could not find in my 
heart to retire behind the scenes, and resume the humble dress 
of my real condition. 

By way of distracting my gloomy thoughts , I made little 
excursions in the surroonding country, in one of which I con- 
trived to revisit.the "placer," and carry away all the treasure 
which I had left behind me. This was much more considerable 
than I had at first believed , the gems being of a size , and 
beauty,far beyond any I had ever seen before ; while the gold, 
in actual coined money, amounted to a large sum. 

Affeeting to have changed my original Intention of in- 
yesting a great capital in the mines of Mexico, andresolved 
instead to return to Europe , I consulted Don Esteban as to 
the safest hands in which to deposit my money. He named a 
certain wealthy fiirm at the Havannah, and gave me aletter 
of introduction to them , requesting for me all the attention in 
their power to bestow ; and so we parted. 

It was with sincere sorrow I shook bis band for the last 
time ; his cordiality was free-hearted and affectionate ; and I 
carry with me , to this hour , the memory of his wise counsels, 
and honest precepts, as treasures, not the least costly, I 
bronght away with me from the New World. 

I arrived safely at the Havannah , travelling in princely 
State, with two carriages and a great baggage-wagon, 
guarded by four mounted "carabinieros," who had takena 
Bolemn oath at the shrine of a certain Saint Magalano to eat 
any bandits who should molest us , — a feat of digestion which 
I was not sorry their devotiou was spared. 

The bankers to whom Don Esteban! ale^lWÄ Votot^^NißÄÄLXsA 
weremoatprofaaein their offers of aUentiou^ «xÄl \x^"^\ä^^«ä 
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"Most anxiously did I desire it,*' said I, shrouding my 
sorrow ander an affectation of important state solicitude. 

"What a misfortune," exclaimed he, "that you should 
have missed him! in all likelihood, had you seen him, he 
would have agreed to our terms." 

"Youareright," saidl, shaking my head sententiously, 
and neither guessing nor caring what he alluded to. 

"So that he would have accepted the guarantee," ex- 
claimed the banker , with increased excitement. 

" He would have accepted the guarantee ," echoed I, with- 
out the remotest idea of what the words could mean. 

" Oh , Madre de Dios ! what an unhappy mischance is this ! 
Is it yet too late ? Alas , the breeze is freshening , — the sloop 
is alyeady sinking beyond the horizon ; to overtake her would 
be impossible ; and you say that the guarantee would have 
been accepted?*' 

" You may rely upon it ," said I , the more confidently, as 
I saw that the ship was far beyond the chance of pursuit. 

" What a benefactor to this country you might have been, 
senhor , had you done us this service ! " cried the banker with 
enthusiasm. 

"Well, it is too late to think of it now," said I, rather 
captiously ; for I began to be worried with the mystification. 

" Of course , for the present it is too late ; but when you 
arrive in Europe, Senhor Cond^, — when you are once more in 
the land where your natural influence holds s^y, may we 
entertain the hope that you will regard our case with the same 
favourable eyes?" 

"Yes, yes," saidl, with impatience , "iflseenoreasonto 
change my opinions." 

" üpon the subject of the original loan there can be no 
doübt, Senhor Condd." 

"Perhaps not," said I; "but these are questions I must 
decline entering upon. You will, yourself, perceive that 
any discussion of them would be inconvenient and indis- 
ereet " 

The diplomatic reserve of thia ansYiet Ocx^OsÄ^^^^^Kcsiöa. 
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of bis importunity , and he bashfully withdrew , leaving me to 
the undisturbed consideration of my own thoughts. 

I sat tili it was already near midnight , g^zing on the sea, 
my eyes still tumed to the track by which the yessel had dis- 
appeared , and at last rose to retire , when , to my amazemeut, 
Iperceived my &iend, the banker, accompanied by another 
person , approaching towards me. 

"SenhorCondd," saidhe, inamysterious whisper; "this 
is bis Excellency the Governor;'* and with these words, 
uttered in all the reverence of awe, he retired, leaving me 
face to face with a tall dignified-looking personage, whose 
figore was concealed in the folds of a great cloak. 

In all the formal politeness of bis rank and country, the 
Govemor begged I would be seated , and took bis place beside 
me. He explained how the banker, one of the riebest and 
most respected men in the Havannah , had informed bim of 
my gracious intentions respecting them , and the sad mishap 
by which my mediation was foiled. He entered at length into 
the question of the debt, and all its financial difficulties; 
which , eren had they been far less intricate and complicated, 
would have puzzled a head which never had the bump arith- 
metical. How he himself saw bis way through the labyrinth I 
know not, but had the sum been a moderate one, I vow I 
would rather have paid it myself than investigate it any 
further; such an inextricable raass of complications, doubles, 
and difficulties , did it involve. 

"Thus, you perceive ," saidhe, at the close of a formid- 
able sum of figures, '^that these eighteen miliions made no 
part of the old loan , but were , in fact , the first deposit of 
what is called the *Cuba debt;' not that it ever shouldhave 
had that name , which more properly belonged to the original 
Poyais three-and-a-half — you understandme?" 
"Perfectly — proceed." 

''That being the case, our liability is reduced to the 
sum oftwenty-seven miliions on the old four-and-a-quarters." 
"Clearlyso." 
^Now we approach the difficult patt oi >i)afc \a»^KKt ^ ^^^ 
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he , " and I must entreat your most marked attention ; for here 
lies the point which has hitherto proved the stumbling-bloek 
in the way of every negotiation." 

I promised the strictest attention, and I kept my word tili 
I foond myself in a maze of figures , where Compound interest 
and decimal fractions danced a reel together, whose evolu- 
tions would have driven Mr. Babbage distracted ; while the 
Governor, now grown " warm in the harness ," kept exclaim- 
ing at every instant, "Do you see how the *Ladrones' want 
to cheat us here? Do you pereeive what the Picaros intend 
bythat?" 

If I could not follow his arithmetie, I could at least sym- 
pathize in his enthusiasm; and I praised the honour of the 
Mexicans, while I denouneed "the cause of roguery " over the 
face of the globe , to his heart's content. 

"You are satisfied about the original debt, Senhor 
Cond^?" — at last, said he, after a "fourmileheat" of ex- 
planation. 

"Mostthoroughly," saidl, bowing. 

" You*d not wish for anything further on that head?'* 

"Notasyllable." 

"And as to the Cuba instalment — you see the way in 
which the first scrip became entangled in the Chihuahua 
*fives,' don*tyou?" 

"Piain as my hand before me." 

"Then, of course, you acknowledge our right to the 
reservefund?" 

"I don*t see how it can be disputed ," said L 

"And yet that is precisely what the Madrid Government 
contest!" 

" What injustice ! " exclaimed I. 

"Evident as it is to your enlightened understanding, 
Senhor Cond^ , you are , nevertheless , the first man I have 
ever found to take the right view of this transaction. It 
is a real pleasure to discuss a state-question with a great 
man/* 

Mereupon we both buist f oxt\i \xi\x> an amxsi'aXA^ ^<^\. ^i 
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eompliments, in which, I am bound to confess, the Governor 
was the victor. 

"And now, Senhor Cond^ ," said he, after a long volley 
of panegyric, **may we reckon upon your support in this 
aflPair?" 

"Yonmnstunderstand, firstofall, Excellenza," repliedl, 
" that I am not in any way an official personage. I am ," here 
I smiled with a most fascinating air of mock humility — "I 
am, so to gpeak, a humble — a very humble individual, of 
Tmpretending rank and small fortune." 

"Ah! Seiihor Conde," sighed the Governor, for he had 
heard of my ingots from the banker. 

"Being asi say," resumedl, "my influence is naturally 
small. If I am listened to in a matter of political importance, 
I owe the conrtesy, rather to the memory of my family's Ser- 
vices , than to any insignificant merits I may possess. The 
cause of justice is, however, never weak — no matter how 
humble the means of him who asserts it. Such as I am , rely 
upon me." 

We embraced here , and the Governor shed a few official 
tears at the thought of so soon separating from one he 
regarded as more than his brother. 

" We feel, Senhor Condd ," said he , " how inadequate any 
recognition of ours must be for Services such as yours. We 
are a young country and aRepublic; honours we havenone 
to bestow — wealth is already your own — we have nothing to 
offer, therefore, but our gratitude." 

" Be it so ! " thought I , " the burthen will not increase my 
luggage." 

"This box will remind you, however, of an interview, 
and recall one who deems this the happiest, as it is the 
proudest hour of his life;-" here he presented me with a 
splendid gold snuff box, containing a miniature of the Presi- 
dent surrounded by enormous diamonds. 

Resolving not to be outdone in gei\eto?.\\:^ ^ ^\A ^Va-w^v^ 
not to be guilty of dishonesty beioie m"y crwn ^circÄS^si»RÄ, ^'^ 
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insisted npon the Governor*s acceptance of my watch — a 
very costly repeater studded with precious stones. 

" The arms of my family — the Cregans are Irish — will 
bring me to your recoUection," said I, pointing to a very 
magnificent heraldic display on the timepiece, wherein 
figured the ancient crown of Ireland , over a shield , in one 
compartment of which was an "eye winking," the motte 
being the Gaelic word, "Nabocklish," signifying **May be 
not," ironically. 

I will not dwell upon the other particulars of an interview 
which lasted tili nigh moming. It will be sufficient to mention 
that I was presented with letters of introduction and recom- 
mendation, to the Mexican Ministers at Paris and Madrid, 
instructing them to show me every attention, and desiring 
them to extend to me their entire confidence , particularly to 
fumish me with introductions to any official personages with 
whom I desired to be acquainted. This was all that I w^nted 
— for I was immensely rieh , and only needed permission to 
pass the door of the " great world ," to mingle in that society 
for which my heart yeamed and longed unceasingly. 

Some of my readers will smile at the simplicity which 
believed these passports necessary, and was Ignorant that 
wealth alone is wanting to attain any position , to frequent 
any society, to be the intimate of any set in Europe , and that 
the rieh man is other than he was in classic days , — "Hono- 
ratus, pulcher, rex deniqne regum." 

I have lived to be wiser , and to see vulgarity, coarseness, 
meanness, knavery, nay even convicted guilt, the favoured 
guests of royal saloons. The moral indictments against crime 
have to the füll as many flaws as the legal ones ; and we see, 
in every society, men, and women too, as notoriously criminal 
as thongh they wore the red-and-yellow livery of the galleys. 
Physicians teil ns that every drug whose sanitary properties 
is acknowledged in medicine, contains some ingredients of a 
noxious or poisonous nature. May not something similar 
£xi^t in the moral world? and even in the very healthieBt mix- 
tarea, may not some " bitter ptmcipV^''' \>^ iQ\wi.\\Äi\5Q2^s^ 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

"The Voyage of the *Acadie."' 

I WAS not sony to leave the Havannah on the foUowing 
day. I did not desire another interview with my **fTiend" 
the Govemor , but rather feit impatient to escape a repetition 
of his arithmetie, and the story of the " original debt." 

Desirous of snpporting my character as a great personage, 
and, at the same time, to secure for myself the pleasure of 
being unmolested during the voyage, I obtaiued the sole 
right to the entire cabin accommodation of the " Acadie" for 
myself and suite, — my eqnipages, baggage, and some eight 
or ten Mexican horses occnpying the deck. 

A salute of honour was fired, as I ascended the ladder, 
and replied to by the forts — a recognition of my dignity at 
which I took occasion to seem offended , assuring the captain 
that I was travelling in the strictest incognito ; leaving it to 
his powers of calculation to compute what amount of retinae 
and foUowers I should have, when joumeying in the fall blaze 
of acknowledged identity. 

I sat upon the poop-deck as they weighed the anchor, con- 
trasting in my mind my present condition with that of my first 
marine experiences on board the Firefiy. I am richer, 
thought I. Am I better? Have I become more generous, 
moretruthfiil, moreconsiderate, moreforgiving? 

Has my knowledge of the world developed more of good in 
me, orofevil? Have my own successes ministered, rather to 
my self-esteem than to my gratefulness ; and have I leamed 
to think meanly of all who have been beaten in the race of 
fortune? Alas! there was not a count of this indictment to 
which I dared plead ' * Not guilty .' ' 1 \ia.^ ^e^TiL^Kösc^^T^ *ök£\si^ 
too often, not to feel a kind of reai^ecX. IotWä^^^^IX^'^''^ 
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honesty too often worsted . not to feel something like con— 
tempt for its meekness. It was difficnlt to feel a rererence fotr 
poverty, whose traits were freqnentlT ridicolons ; and it wa^ 
hard to censore wealth, which dispensed its abondance im. 
splendid hospitalities. Oh, the canniDg sophistries by whicb. 
we Cover up our real feelings in tbis life, smothering every" 
healtby Impulse , and ereiy generoos aspiration , ander the 
guise of some " conventionality ." 

My conscience was less lenient than I expected. I cut bnt 
a »orry figore " in the dock," arid was obliged to throw myself 
npon the mercy of the conrt. I will be more considerate in 
future , said I to myself; I will be less ezacting with my ser- 
vants , and more forgiving to their delinquencies ; I will try 
and remember that there is an acid property in poverty that 
Soors even the sweetest "milk of human kindness;** I willbe 
trustful , too — a " gentleman" ought not to be suspicious ; it 
is eminently becoming in a Bow-street officer, but suits not 
the atmosphere of good society. These excellent resolutions 
were, to a certain extent, "apropos;" for just as" the fore- 
sail began to draw" a boat came alongside and hailed the 
ship. I did not deign any attention to a cireumstanee so 
trivial to "one of my condition," and never notieed the con- 
versation which in very animated tones was kept up between 
the captain and the stranger, until the former, approaching 
me with the most profound humility, and asking forgiveness 
for the great liberty he was about to take, said that a gentle- 
man, whom urgent business recalled to Europe, humbly 
entreated permission to take his passage on board the 
"Acadie." 

"Are you not aware it is impossible, my good friend?*' 
said I, listlessly; "the accommodation is lamentablyrestricted 
as it is; my secretary's cabin is like a dog-kennel, and 
my second cook has actually to lie round a comer, like a 
snake.'* 

The captain reddened , and bit his lip in silence. 

^^Ab for mjself," said 1, YieTOicaXVy , '•''\\v«h^t ^oib.^'ssmv. 
Letme have anjlittle cabiu ioi my\>^ÖL, ^wsaaÄ^i^V>si.-T^^Ta 
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a place to lonnge in daring the day, with a few easy sofas, and 
asnug crib for a dinner-room , and I can always rough it. It 
was part of my father's System never to make Sybarites of 
his boys." This I asserted with all the sturdy vehemence of 

tnitb. 

" We will do everything to make your Excellency comfort- 
able," said the captain, who clearly could not see the reasons 
for my self-praise ; " and as to the Consul — what shall we say 
tohim?" 

"Consid, didyousay?'* saidl. 

"Yes, Senhor Cond^, he is the French Consul for the 
ßepublic of * Campecho.'" That this was a state I had never 
heard of before, was quite true ; yet it was clearly one which 
the French Grovemment were better informed upon , and 
deigned to recognise by an official agent. 

"Hold on there a bit!" shouted out the captain to the 
l>oat'8 crew. " What shall I say, Senhor Cond^ ? The Che- 
valier de la Boutonerie is very anxious on the subject." 

"Let this man have his passage ," said I , indolently, and 

%hted a cigar , as if to tum my thoughts in another direction, 

not even noticing the new arrival, who was hoisted up the 

8ide with his portmanteau in a very undignified fashion for an 

official char acter. He soon, however, baffled this indiflference 

on my part, by advancing towards me, and in a manncr 

where considerable ease and tact were evident thanked me 

for my polite consideration regarding him, and expressed a 

hope that he might not in any way inconvenience me during 

the voyage. 

Now, the Chevalier was not in himself a very prepossessing 
personage, while his dress was of the very shabbiest, being a 
wom-out suit of black, covered by a coarse brown Mexican 
mantle; and yet his fluency, his quiet assurance, his seeming 
self-satisfaction , gained an ascendancy over me at once. 
I saw that he was a master in a walk in which [ myself had so 
long^ been a student, and that he was a QiOiiw\3xv\XÄ.\Ä^^^'^\r\sv 
tbe *'art ofimpudence." 
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And how mistaken is the world at large in the meaning o; 
that art! How prone to call the unblushing effrontery o 
every underbred man, impudence! — the rudeness that dare^ 
any speech, or adventures upon any familiarity — the souI— 
less, heartless, selfish intrusiveness that scraples not to in— 
vade any society. These are not impudence, or they ar^ 
such specimens of the quality as men only possess in common, 
with inferior animals. I speak ofthat educated, cultivated 
" impudence ," which , never abashed by an inferiority — feit 
acutely — is resolved to overbear worldly prejudices by th& 
exercise of gifts that assert a mastery over others ; — a power 
of rising , by the expansive force of self-esteem , into some- 
thing almost estimable — ordinary mortals teil lies at inter- 
vals, **^er saltumy'" as the doctors say; but these people's 
whole life is a lie. The Chevalier was a fine specimen of the 
class, and seemed as indifferent to a hundred little adverse 
circumstances as though everything around him went well and 
pleasantly. 

There was a suave dignity in the way he moved a very 
dubious hand over bis unshaven chin — in the graceful neg- 
ligence he exhibited when disposing the folds of his thread- 
bare cloak — in the jaunty lightness with which , after salu- 
ting , he replaced his.miserable hat on the favoured side of his 
head , that conveyed the whole story of the man. 

What a model for my imitation had he been , thought I , if 
I had seen him in the outset of life ! what a study he had 
presented! and yet there he was, evidently in needy circum- 
stances, pressed on by even urgent want, and I, Con Cregan, 
the outcast — the poor friendless street-ruined — had become 
a " millionaire." 

I don't know how it was , but certainly I feit marvellously 
111 at ease with my new friend. A real aristocrat , with all the 
airs of assumption and haughtiness , would have been a Mess- 
ing compared with the submissive softness of the ** Chevalier." 
Tbrougb aU hia flattery there seeuiftd a. e.Vy <io\va<i\ö\3fi»Äaa that 
/u8 bone^ed words were a snare, äh^Ysaä wcää ^ ^^sksk^si^'^ 
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and Icould never divest myself of the fccling that he saw into 
the yery secret of my heart , and knew me thoroughly . 

I mnst become his dupe, thought I, or it is all over with me. 
The fellow will detect me for a "parvenu" long before we 
reach Malaga ! 

No man, bom and bred to affluence, could hare acquired 

the keen insight into life that I possessed. I must mask this 

knowledge, then, if I would still be thought a *^ born gentle- 

man." This was a wise resolve ; at least , its effects were im- 

mediately such as I hoped for. The chevalier's little sly sar- 

casms, his half-insinuated " equivoques ," were changed for 

a tone of wonder and admiration for all I said. How one so 

young could have seen and leamed so much ! — what natural 

gifts I must possess!* — how remarkably just my views were! 

— how strikhig the force of my observations ! — and all this, 

irhile I was discoursing what certainly does not usually pass 

for " consummate wisdom." I soon saw that the Chevalier set 

me down for a fool ; and from that moment we changed places 

~ he became the dupe versus me, To be sure, the contrivance 

cost me something, as we usually spent the evenings at 

picquet or dcartö, and the consul was the luckiest of men; to 

use his own phrase, applied to one he once spoke of — *^ savait 

corriger la fortune." 

Although he spoke freely of the fashionable world of Paris 
and London , with all whose celebrities he affected a near in- 
timacy, he rarely touched upon his New World experiences, 
and blinked all allusion whatever to the republic of " Cam- 
pecho." His own history was comprised in the brief fact that 
he was the cadet of a great family of Provence. — All your 
French rogues I remark come from the south of France. — 
That he had once held a high diplomatic rank, from which, 
in consequence of the fall of a ministry, he was degraded, 
and, after many vicissitudes of fortune, he had become 
Consul- General at Campecho. " My friends ," continued he, 
** are now looking up again in the woi\d, äo >l)öaXA.«ö&^^st\»ss^ 
-bopes ofsometbing heiter than perpetua\\>wÄ!ÄttsEL<eo^ 
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Of English people, their habits, modes of life, and 
tliought , the Chevalier spoke to me with a freedom he never 
would have used if he had not believed me to be a Spaniard, 
and only connected with Ireland through the remote chain of 
ancestry. This deceit of mine was one he never penetrated, 
and I often thought over the fact with satisfaction. To en- 
courage his &ankness on the subject of my country, I affected 
to know nothing, or next to nothing, of England; and gra- 
dually he grew to be more communicative , and at last spoke 
with an unguarded freedom which soon opened to me a clue of 
his real history. 

It was one day as we walked the deck together, that, after 
discussing the tastes and pursuitsof the wealthy English, he 
began to talk of their passion for sport , and especiaUy horse- 
racing. The character of this national pastime he appeared 
to understand perfectly, not as a mere foreigner who had 
witnessed a Derby or a Doncaster, but as one conversant with 
the traditions of the turf or the private life of the Jockey and 
the trainer. 

I saw that he coloured all his descriptions with a tint 
meant to efcite an interest within me for these sports. He 
drew a picture of an "Ascot meeting," wherein were as- 
sembled all the ingredients that could excite the curiosity and 
gratify the ambition of a wealthy, high-spirited youth; and 
he dilated with enthosiasm upon his own first impressions of 
these scenes, mingled with half-regrets of how many of his 
once friends had quitted the " Turf*' since he last saw itl 

He spoke familiarly ofthose whose names I had often read 
in newspapers as the great leaders of the "sporting world," 
and affected to have known them all on terms of intimaey and 
friendship. Even had the theme been less attractive to me, 
I would have encouraged it for other reasons, a stränge 
glimmering suspicion ever haunting my mind that I had heard 
of the worthy Chevalier before, and underanother title; and 
ßo eompletely had this idea gaiaed po^^e^^iow of me ^ that I 
couJd tbink o/nothing eise. 
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At length , after we Lad been some weeks at sca, the wel- 
come cry of "Land!" was given'from the mast-hcad; but as 
the weather was hazy and thick, we were compelled to shorten 
Bail, and made comparatively little way through the water; 
Bo that at nightfall we saw that another day must elapse ere 
we touched mother earth again. 

The Chevalier and the captain both dined with me ; the 
latter, however, soon repaired to the deck, leaving us in 
"/ßte-a-fe/e." It was in all likelihood the last evening we should 
ever pass together, and I feit a most eager longing to ascer- 
tam the truth of my vague suspicions. Chance gave me the 
opportunity. We had been playing cards, and luck — con- 
trary to custom, and in part owing to my always shuffling the 
Cards afler my adrersary — had deserted him and taken my 
aide. At first this seemed to amuse him, and he merely com- 
plimented me upon my fortune, and smiled blandly at my 
success. After a whüe, however, his continued losses bcgan 
to irritate him, and I could see that his habitual command of 
temper was yielding to a peevish, captious spirit he had never 
exhibited previonsly. 

*' Shall we double our stake? " said he, after a long run of 
ill-luck. 

"If you prefer it, of course," said L Ajid we played on, 
bat ever with the same result. 

"Come," eried he, atlast, **ril wager fifty Napoleons on 
this gsme." The bet was made, and he lost it! With the 
like fortune he played on and on, tili at last, as day was 
dawning, he had not only lost all that he had won from me 
during the voyage, but a considerable sum besides, and for 
which he gave me his check upon a weU-known banker at 
Paris. 

" Shall I teil you y our fortune, Monsieur leComte?" said 
he, in a tone of bittemess that almost startled me. 

"With all my heart," said I, laughing; "are you sküful 
as a necromancer?" 

"JeajB at least decipher what tlie eaxds viiöi<5x,"a.\Ä.^'' ^-^cä^ä., 
'' There is no great skilJ in reading, -wViere \]|[\^ ^"'^^'^^'^'0^^ 

The Confessfons of Con Cregan* IL ^^ 
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With these words he shuffled the cards, dividing them into two 
or three packets, the first card of each he turned on the face. 
"Letmepremise, Count," saidhe, "beforelbegin, thatjou 
will not take anything in bad part which I may reveal to yon, 
otherwise 1*11 be silent. You are free to beliere, or not to be- 
lieve, what I teil you, — but you cannot reasonably be angry 
if unpleasant discoveries awaityou." 

"Go on fearlessly," said I; "FU not promise implicit 
faith in everything, but I'U pledge myself to keep my 
temper." 

He began at once, drawing forth every third card of each 
heap, and disposing them in a circle, side by side. When 
they were so arranged , he beut over, as if to study them, 
concealing his eyes from me by his band, — but at the same 
time, as 1 could perceive, keenly watching my face between 
his fingers. ^^There is some greatmistake here,'' said heat 
length, in a voice of irritation. "I have drawn the cards 
wrong, somehow ; it must be so, since the interpretation is 
clear as print. What an absurd blunder, too ! " and he seemed 
as if about to dash the cards up in a heap , from a sense of 
angry disappointment. 

" Nay, nay," cried I, interposing. " Let us hear what they 
say, even though we may dispute the testimony." 

'<If it were less ridiculous it might be offensive," said 
he, smiling; ^'but being as it is, it isreally good laiighing- 
matter." 

" I am quite impatient, — pray read on." 

" Of course it is too absurd for anything but ridictrfe," said 
he, smiling, but, as I thought, with a most malicious ezpres- 
sion. " You perceive here, this four of clubs, which, as the 
first card we tum, assumes to indicate your commencement in 
life. Now, only fancy, Monsieur le Comte, what this most 
insolent littledemonwouldinsinuate? Beally, I cannot con- 
tinue. Well, well — be it so. This card would say, that 
yon were not only bom without xankot title, but actoally in 
« condition of the very meanest, «ad.TCLO^^\sMxiMÄ\«w^s!!ci, 
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Isn't that excellent?** said he, bursting out into a fit of im- 
moderate langhter, in which the spiteful glance of liis keen 
eyes seemed to pierce throngh and through me. 

As forme, Ilaughedtoo; but what a laugh it was ! Neyer 
was a burst of natural sorrow so poignant in suffering as that 
forced laugh, when, covered with shame, I sat there, beneath 
the sarcastic insolence of the wretch who seemed to gloat over 
tortures he was inflicting. 

"I can scarcely expect that this opening will inspire you 
with much confidence in the oracle," said he ; " the first step a 
falsehood, promises ill for the remainder of the journey." 

"If not very veraeious," said I, "it is at least very amu- 
eing. Pray continue." 

** What would the old coimts of your ancestry have said to 
sucha profanation?" cried the Chevalier. "By St. Denis, I 
would not have been the man to asperse their blood thus, in 
their old halls at Grenada!" 

" We liye in a less haughty age," said I, affecting a smile 
of indifference, and motioning to him to proceed. 

" What follows is the very commonest of that nonsense 
which is revealed in all lowly fortunes. You are , as usual, 
the victim of cold and hunger, suffering from destitution and 
want. Then, there are indications of a bold spirit, ambitious 
and energetic, bursting out through all the gloom of your 
dark conditiou, and a small whispered word in your ear, teils 
you to hope!" While the Chevalier rattled out this "rodo- 
montade" at a much greater length than I have time or 
patience to repeat, his eyes never quitted me, but seemed to 
sparkle with a fiend-like intelligence of what was passing 
within me. As he concluded, he mixed up the cards together, 
merely muttering^ half-aloud, "adventures and escapes by 
land and sea." "Abundance of hard luck, to be all com- 
pensated for one day, when wealth in all its riebest profusion 
is showered upon you." Then, dashing the cards from him in 
affected anger, he said, "It is enough to make mendespise 
ihemselves^ the way in which they 'jielöi «^^^\ää \.^ ««\söö. 
rank tomfooleiyl but I assure you, OovmqX.^Vq^^^^'«^ ^^ssob- 
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temptible the oracle has shown herseif to-day, I have oü 
more than one occasion been present at the most startling 
revelations, — not alone as regarded the past, but the future 
also." 

" I can easily believe it, Chevalier," replied I, with a great 
efEbrt to seem philosophically calm. "One must not reject 
everything that has not the stamp of reason upon it; and even 
what I have listened to to-day, absurd as it is, has not shaken 
my faith in the divination of the cards. Perhaps this fancy of 
mine is the remnant of a childish superstition, which I owe in 
great part to my old nurse. She was a Moor by birth , and 
imbaed with all the traditions and superstitions of her own 
romantic land." 

There was a most sneering expression on the chevalier's 
face as I uttered these words. I paid no attention to it, bow- 
ever, but went on: "From the venerable dame I myself at- 
tained to some knowledge of *destiny reading,* of which I 
remember once or twice in life to have afforded very singular 
proofs. My skill, however, usually preferred unravelling 
the * future* tothe * present.*" 

"Speculation is alway easier than recital,** said the Che- 
valier, drily. 

"Very true,** said I ; " and in reading the past I have ever 
found how want of sufficient skill has prevented my giving to 
the great fact of a story the due and necessary connexion; so 
that, indeed, I appear as if distinct events alone were re- 
vealed to me, without clue to what preceded or followed them, 
I see destiny as a traveller sees a landscape, by fitfal flashes 
of lightning at night, great tracts of country suddenly dis- 
played in all the blaze of noon-day, but lost to sight the next 
moment for ever! Such humble powers as these, are, I am 
well aware, unworthy to bear competition with your more cul- 
tivated gifts; but if, with all their imperfections , you are 
disposed to accept their exercise, they are sincerely at your 
Service.** 

The cbevalieTf I suspect, acceded to this proposal in the 
belief that it was an effort on my patt \.o\xa\v>öti^\«^vis.%Kss«a. 
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myself to Idm^ for he neither seemed to believe in my skill, 
nor feel any interest in its exercise. 

Affecting to foUow implicitly the old Moorish woman's 
precepts, I prepared myself for my task by putting on a great 
mantle with a hood, which, when drawn forward, effectually 
concealed the wearer's face. This was a precaution I took 
the better to study his face, wljile my own remained hid from 
view. 

" You are certainly far more imposing as a prophet than I 
can pretend to be," said he, laughing, as he lighted a cigar, 
and lay back indolently to await my revelations. I made a 
great display of knowledge in shuffling and arranging the 
Cards, the better to think over what I was about ; and at last, 
disposing some dozen in certain mystic positions before me, I 
began. 

"You Startled wie, Chevalier, by a discovery which only 
wanted truth to make it very remarkable. Let me now repay 
you by another which I shrewdly suspect to be in the same 
condition. There are four cards now before me, whose mean- 
ing is most positive, and which distinctly assert that you, 
Chevalier de la Boutonerie, are no Chevalier at all ! " 

" This is capital," said he, filling out a glass of wine and 
drinking it off with the most consummate coolness. 

"And here," said I, not heeding his affected ease; "here 
is another still stranger revelation, which says that you are 
not a Frenchman,' but a native of a land which latterly has 
taken upon it to supply the rest of the world with adventurers 
— in piain words, a Pole." 

"It is true that my father, who held a command in the 
Imperial army, lived some years in that country," said he, 
hastily ; "butlhave yet to leam that he forfeited his nationali- 
ty by so doing." 

" I only know what the cärds teil me," said I, spreading 
out a mass of them before me, and pretending to study them 
attentively; "and here is a complication which would need a 
cleverer expositor than I am. Of all thetavi^'^^^^^'K^'KtV 
SLBBByed to unrarel, this is the knottiftal, ^\il x^^'^ ^ ^^^- 
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Talier, yonrs must have been a life of more than ordinarf 
yicissitude, or eise 1x17 prophetic skill has suffered a&dly £rom 
disuse." 

" Judging from what yon have just told me, I ratber lean 
to the latter explanation ," said he, swaUowing down two 
glasses of wine with great rapidity. 

** I suspeet such to be the case, indeed," said I, " for other- 
wise I could scarcely have such difficulty in reading these 
mystic signs once so familiär to me, and frOm which I can 
now only pick up a stray phrase here and there. Thus I see 
what implies a high diplomatic employment, and yet, im- 
mediately after, I perceive that this is either a mistake of 
mine, or the thing itself a cheat and a deception." 

'^It surely does not require divination to teil a diplomatic 
agent that he has served on a foreign mission," said the che- 
"irvalier with a sneer. 

" Perhaps not, but I see here vestiges of stränge occnr- 
rences in which this fact is concemed. A fleeting picture 
passes now before my eyes: I see a race-course, with its 
crowds of people, and its throng of carriages, and the horses 
are led out to be saddled, and all is expectation and eagemess, 
and — what! This is most singular! the Tision has passed 
away, and I am looking at two figures who stand side by side 
in a richly-furnished room, a man and a woman. She is weep- 
ing, and Aß consoling her. Stay! He lifts bis head — the man 
isyourself, Chevalier!" 

'^ Indeed!" said he; but this time the word was uttered in 
a faint voice, while a pallor, that was almost lividness, col- 
oured bis dark features. 

^^ She murmurs a name ; I almost caught it/* exdaimed I, 
as if carried away by the rapt excitement of prophecy. ** Yea ! 
I hear it now, perfectly ; — the name is Alexis ! " 

A fearful oath burst from the Chevalier' and with a boimd 

he sprang to bis feet, and dashed bis closed fists against bis 

broir. ^^Away with your jugglery, — have done with yoiir 

miserable cheat j sir^ — that caa onJi^ XätoS^j ^^si&ss^ «aoidL 
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children. Speak out like a man; — who are you, and what 
areyou?" 

* ' What means this outrage, sir ? How have you f orgotten 
yourself so far as to tise this language to mef" said I, throwing 
back the mantle and standing füll before him. 

" Let US have no more acting, sir, whether it be as prophet 
orbuUy," said he, sternly. "You affect to know?wc, whol 
am, and whence I have come. Make the game equal between 
US, or it may be worse for you." 

" You threaten me, then," saidl, calmly. 

"Ido," was the answer. 

"It is therefore open war between us?" 

"1 never said so,'* replied he with a most cutting irony of 
manner; "but whatever secret malice can do — and you shall 
öoon know what it means — I pledge myself you will not find 
yourself forgotten.'* 

"Agreedthen; nowleaveme, sir." • ' 

"lamyourgiiest, sir," said he, with a most hypocritical 
air of deference and courtesy. "It is surely scant politeness 
to drive me hence when I am not in a position to find another 
shelter ; we are upon the high seas ; I cannot walk forth and 
take my leave. Believe me, sir, the character you would fain 
perform before the world would not act so." 

Notwithstanding the insult conveyed in the last words , I 
determined thati would respect "him who had eaten my salt," 
and with a gesture of assent , for I could not speak, 1 moved 
away. 

No sooner was 1 alone, than I repented me of the rash foUy 
into which , for the indulgence of a mere petty vengeance , I 
had been betrayed. I saw that by this absurd piece of malice, 
I had made an enemy of a man whose whole career vouched 
for the danger of his malevolence. 

How could he injure me? What species of attack could 
he make upon me? Whether was it more likely that he would 
avoid me as one dangerous to himself , or pursue me wherever 
I went by his vengeance ? These were hard queationa tj;^ ^<iVi<^^ 
and ihejr ßUed my mind so comp\ete\y, \\i3>X\Ti!»ÄöKt.\ÄÄ^^^ 
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the bustle which heralded the amval on board of the pilot , or 
the still busier movement which told thatwe were approaching 
the harbour. At last I went on deck and approached the bul- 
wark, oyer which a number of the crew were leaning, watching 
the course of a boat, that, with all her canvas spread, was 
making for land. " The pilot-boat," said the captain, in reply 
to my glance of inquiry ; " she is lying straight in , as the con- 
snl is anzious to land at once." 

"Is he on board of her?" saidl, with an anziety I could 
not conceal. 

"Yes, Senhor Cond^, and your Excellency*s secretary 
too." 

Was it my fear suggested the notion, or was it the simple 
fact, but I thought that the words " Count" and "Excellency" 
were articulated with something like a sneer? I had no op— 
portimity to put the matter to the test, for the captain had sA— 
ready quitted the spot, and was busy with the moltifarioun 
cares the near approach to land enforces. My next thoughtJ 
« was, Why had my secretary gone ashore without my orderst 
Was this a piece of zeal on his part to make preparations foim 
our disembarking , or might it be something worse ? and if so^ 
what? Every moment increased the trouble of my thoughts 
Certainly misfortunes do cast their shadows before them, for n 
feit that Strange and overwhelming sense of depression tha'^ 
never is causeless. I ran over every species of casualty that M 
could imagine, but except highway robbery, actual **brig - 
andage ," I could not fancy any real positive danger to be an— 
ticipated from the Chevalier. 

How different was my mood from what I expected it would 
havebeen on nearing shore? Where were all my visions of 
pomp and splendour ? Where the proud circumstances of my 
more than princely state? Alas, I would have given a füll 
fourth of my wealth tobe landed unostentatiously and quietly, 
and to have my mind relieved from all dread of the cursed 
Chevalier! 

That I did not overrate t\iö peri"\ifeiöt^ xafc^ «^«aata soon 
prored. 



I 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The ''Carcel Horena" at Malaga. 

As we sailed proudly into the harbour of Malaga, my at- 

^tion, at first directed to the striking featuresof theshcre, 

^here lay a city actually embowered amid orange groves — 

'^as soon drawn off by the appearance of a boat, rowed by 

^elye men, which approached the ship. The national 

•^ag of Spain floated from a Standard in her stern, and ;I 

^^vJd mark the glitter of arms and uniform, on board of 

"The officers of health, I suppose?'* said I, carelessly, 
"^the captain; "No, Senhor, these are soldiers of the gar- 
^^ison." 

"Ah! lunderstand," saidl, "they are on the alert asto 
Xfhom they land in these troablous times;" for it was the 
X>eriod of tiie great Carlist struggle. 

"Possibly," was his dry remark ; and he moved away. 

A hoarse challenge from the boat, was answered by somc- 
thing from the ship; and the ^'accommodation-ladder" was 
immediately lowered, and an officer ascended to the deck, fol- 
lowed by two of his men, with their side-arms. 

Some of the ordinary greetings being interchanged be- 
tween the captain and the officer, the latter said, "My busi- 
ness here is with the person styling himself the Condd de Ore- 
gano. Where is he ? " 

** That is my name, Senhor," said I , with a studious ad- 
mizture of civility andtiondescension. 

"Please to walk this way, sir," said the officer, leading to- 
wards the poop cabin, and preceding me with a degree 
of assnrance^ that boded ill for bis \m^x^«>«>YQ\i q€ \s\^ 
dignity. 
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As we entered the cabin, I could hear the two soldiers 
taking up their places as sentries at the door. 

"I wish to see your passport, Seiihor," said he, as he seated 
himself at the table. 

"My passport shall be produced at the fitting time," 
said I, "when I arrive on shore. Here I have no need of 
any. 

" You are wrong, sir : once within that circle of buoys, at 
the mouth of the port, you are within the limits of the shore 
authorities ; but were it even otherwise,these are not the times 
for scruples, and I, for one, would not hesitate to arrest you on 
the information I have received." 

"Information you have received, sirl" exclaimed I, in 
terror and amazement. 

" Yes, sir; I may as well teil you that Malaga is not in the 
possession of your friends — you will not find a Oarlist 
garrison ready to give you a salute of honour at your 
landing. Far less formal , but not less peremptory attentions 
await you ; but produce your papers, for I have no time to 
lose." 

I saw at a glance that my position was most perilous , and 
as rapidly resolved to make an effort for safety. "Seühor 
Capitana," said I, placing an open pocket-book stuffed with 
bank-notes before him; "please to accept my passport, 
and to keep it in your own safe possession. I shall put to 
seaagain, and order the captain to land me at someportin 
Italy." 

"It is too late," said he, with a sigh, as he pushed the 
pocket-book away ; "the informations againstyou are already 
transmitted to Madrid." 

"Great heavens! and for whom do they take me?" 
cried I. 

"I cannot teil. — I never heard. I only know that I have 
the Order for your arrest as the person assuming to be 'the 
Conde Oregano.' " 

^^WLat crime ia laid to my chaxge? — have I'dLe&auded 
^%eSf^ WÄatisallegedagamBtme*^" 
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" Sbow me your passport," said he again. 

"There it is," saidl, producing the document which by 
DonEsteban*s Intervention I hadobtained from the authorities 
of Guajuaqualla, and whereini was called a native of Grenada, 
and a noble of Spain. 

"And all this is true as set forth? " said the oflScer. 

" It is a principle of law in my native land, that no prisoner 
is called upon to criminate himself/' said I. 

"In that case you are no Spaniard," said the officer, 
ßhrewdly, "nor, indeed, does your accent so bespeak you. 
You are now under arrest." He opened the door as he said 
tbis, and pointing me out to the two sentries, whispered some- 
tbing too low for me to overhear. This done, he left the cabin 
and went upon deck. 

I looked up from the chair where I sat, into the faces of my 
two guardians, and a more ill-favoured pair of gentlemen I 
never beheld. 111 -fed but dissipated-looking rascals, they 
eeemed more like highwaymen than soldiers. Still, even a 
Chance was not to be thrown away, and so I whispered in a 
soft voice, — " My worthy friends, in that writing-case yonder 
there are bank-notes to a very large amount. In a few mo- 
ments they will be taken away from me, never to be restored. 
I may as well have the satisfaction of knowing that two brave, 
but poor men, are benefited by them. Brmg me the desk, and 
m give them to you." They looked at each other and they 
looked at me : they then looked towards the door and the Sky- 
light, and although without speaking, it was piain enough to 
866 what was passing in their minds. 

"Remember," said I, "I ask nothing in retum from you — 
shall not attempt to escape ; nor were I to do so, could you aid 
me in any way. I merely wish to assist two worthy fellows, 
who certainly do not look like the ^spoiled children of for- 
tune.' " 

They hesitated, and seemed afraid; at last they whispered 
for a few seconds together; and then one of them went over, 
and taking up tbe desk, laid it dcwn beiox^ xsä, '''•X'sjsiw^^«». 
make a fair dirision at another time ,'' ft8ii^\\ \V \&\i'^^\«t ^äJs» 
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to waste precious moments now, but at once qpnceal thc 
money about your persons. Here are some eight or ten thou- 
sand piastres, — and here, fully as much more for you. These 
are Mexican uotes for a large sum , and these are biUs on Am- 
sterdam and Hamburgh for great amounts. That's right, my 
lads, make short work of it — in your boots, in your shakos — 
anywhere for the present, only be quiet ! " 

Truly they merited all my encomiimis! to "stow away" 
plunder I'd back them against any pair who ever stopped a 
diligence on the high-road; nor was it without some little dif- 
ficulty I could persuade them to leave any money in the desk, 
as a precaution to prevent the suspicion of what had actually 
occurred. As I aided them in the work of concealment, I art- 
fully contrived to possess myself of one paper — the Havan- 
nah banker's receipt for the large deposits I had left in bis 
hands, and this I managed to slip within the lining of my 
travelling cap. It was a last anchor of hope, if ever I were to 
weather the storm around me ! 

Out work had scarcely been completed, and the desk re- 
placed in its former Situation, when the oflScer returned. He 
briefly informed me that seals had been placed on all my ef- 
fects, that my household was placed under an arrest similar to 
my own, and that* when I had pointed out the various artides 
of my property in the cabin, there was nothing more for me to 
do, but to aecompany him on shore. 

As I was not suffered to take any portion of my baggage 
with me, even of my clothes, I was soon in the boat and polling 
rapidly for the land. The quays and the jetty were crowded 
with peop^ whose curiosity I at once perceived had no other 
object than myself, and although some did not scruple to ex- 
hibit towards me signs of dislike and dissatisfaction, I could 
remark that others regarded me with a compassionate, and 
even a kindly look. All were, however, scrupulously silent 
and respectful, and touched their hats in salutation, as I 
ascended the stairs of the landing-place. 

This fecling, to my considerable astonishment, I perceived 
extended even to the soldiery, one ot t^o oi'^iVisyHv^^SwJ^ÄL^a 
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V 

Ipassed. Inanycase, thoughtl, it is for no insignificant of- 
fenderlam taken; and even that issome comfort, provided 
my crime be not high treason. 

I was conducted straight to the "Carcel Morena,*' a large 
sombre-lookingbuilding, which was at once fortress , prison, 
and residence of the Govemor, exhibiting a curious mixture of 
these incongruous functions in all its details. 

The apartment into which I was ushered was a large 
saloon, dimly lighted by narrow Windows piercing the thick 
walls. The fiirniture had once been handsome , but from time 
and neglect had become worn and disfigured. A small table, 
spread with a very tolerable breakfast, stood in one of the 
Windows, at which I was invited to seat myself, and then I was 
left alone to my own lucubrations. Hunger prevailed over 
grief, I ate heartily ; and having concluded my meal, amused 
myself by studying the Trojan war, which was displayed upon 
the walls in a very ancient tapestry. 

I had traced the fortimes of Greeks and Trojans on the 
walls tili I was wellnigh wearied. I had even gazed upon the 
little patches of brown grass beneath the Windows , tiU my 
eyes grew dim with watching , but no one came to look after 
me , and , in the unbroken silence around, I half feared that I 
should be utterly forgotten , and left, like the old tapestry, to 
die of moths andyears; but at last, asday wasdeclining, I 
heard something like the dank of arms and the tramp of sol- 
diery, and soon the sounds were more distinctly marked, ap- 
proaching my door. Suddenly the two leaves of the folding 
door were thrown wide , and an elderly man , in a general's 
imiform, foUowed by two other officers, entered. 

Without taking any notice of the salute I made him , he 
walked towards the fire-place, and, standing with his back to 
it, said to one of his aid-de-camps, "Kead the *proces verbal,' 
Jos^." 

Jos^ bowed, and taking from his sabretache a very lengthy 
roll of paper, began to read aloud, but with8\ieh.t«i^viifc^ ^äsä^ 
Bueh mdiatinctnesB withal, tbatl (iO\3[\ÖL oi^:^^ «jaäL ^^fio.*^^ 
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greatest difl&culty, catch a stray word here and there. The 
titles of her Majesty the Queen appeared to occupy füll ten 
minutes , and an equal time to be passed in setting forth the 
authority ünder whose Jurisdiction I then stood. These over, 
there came something aboutanindiyidualwho, bomaMexi- 
can, oranativeof Texas, had assumed the style, title, and 
dignity of a Count of Spain; such rank being taken for pur- 
poses of deception, and the better to effect certain treasonable 
designs, to be set forth hereafter. After this there came a 
flourish about the duties of loyalty and fidelity to the so- 
vereign , whose private virtuos came in by parenthesis , to- 
gether with a very energetic denunciation on all base and 
wicked men, who sought to carry dissension into the bosom of 
their country, and convulse with the passions of a civil war, a 
nation proverbially tranquil and peace-loving. 

Nothing could be less interesting than the style of this 
paper, except the mannerof him who recited it. State truisms, 
in inflated language, and wearisome platitudes about nothing, 
received no additional grace from a snuffling nasal Intonation 
and a short cough. 

I listened at first with the anxiety of a man whose fortunes 
hung on the issue , then , as the vague rambling character of 
the document diminished this interest, I heard with more in- 
difference ; and lastly, completely wearied by the moriotony 
of the voice , and the tiresome iterations of the style , I could 
not prevent my thoughts from wandering far from the affair in 
band. 

What fearful crimes were alleged against me — what dire 
offences I was charged with — I was not to hear, since , lost in 
the pleasant land of day-dreams, I fancied myself strolling in 
the shade of a forest, with Donna Maria beside me, while I 
poured out a most impassioned narrative of mylove and fideli- 
ty. Nor was it tili the reading was concluded, and a loud 
Hern! from the General resounded through the Chamber, that 
I remembered where I was. 

'^Priaonerl " said he, in a stem, authoritative tone, "you 
have now hesard the nature of the c^ax^e Ä^'aiOisÄ.iwv.^ «sA^dc)& 
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reasons of your arrest ; you will answer certain questions , the 
replies to which, if not in accordance with truth, cpnstitute the 
crime of 'Traicion,' the penalty being death. What is your 
name?" 

"ConCregan." 

" Native of what country ? " 

"Ireland." 

" What rank and position do you hold in society ? " 

" A variable one — as luck favours me." 

" What trade or profession do you follow? " 

" Whatever seems most convenient at the moment." 

"Have you served?** 

"Ihave." 

" In the land or sea service ? " 

«Inboth." 

"With what grade?" 

"Nothing very distinguished." 

" Have you ever held the command of an expedition? " 

"Ihave." 

" With what object, and where?" 

"In the prairies of South America, to shoot red deer." 

" Kemember, sir," said the geueral, " this is no occasion for 
tintimely jest; these sallies may cost you more dearly than 
you think for." 

"If I am to speak the truth," said I, boldly, "I must answer 
as I have done. If you want fiction, Tm ready for you at a 
moment*s notice." 

"Make a note of that, Jos^! — *says that he is perfectly 
indifferent whether he teils truth or falsehood.'" 

"And add , by way of parenthesis j^said I , " that the Gen- 
eral is precisely of my own way of thinking." 

" Write down, * Insults the commission,'" said the General, 
boiling with rage. 

The Paragraph seemed a füll one , for the interrogating 
was not resumed for some minutes. 
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"Now, sir," resumed the General, "state yourobject 
Coming to the countiy." 

" To get out of it as fast as I could.** 

"For whose use were the arms provided — the horses, ai 
horse equipage with which you embarked?'* 

"Myown." 

"Name the agent or agents of Don Carlos with whom y 
have held correspondence?" 

* * None. I ne ver knew any .*' 

"By whose hands were the large sums of money in yc 
possession entrusted to you?" 

"Ifoundthem,?^ 

" Ho w, and ediere?" 

"Ina hole." 

The Generalis ^e grew purple; and more than onc< 
could see the struggle it cost him to repress his bursting 
dignation. And, in the mutterings he let fall to his secreta: 
it was easy to mark that his comments on the evidence w< 
not too favourable. 

"Were you aequainted with Brigadier Hermose Gi 
ziUos?" 

"No." 

" Nor with his brother, the Canon GU)nzillos?" 

"No." 

" When did you first meet Senhor Ruy Peres Y* Hacho? 

"Never saw him in my life." 

"Nor held intercourse with him?" 

"Never." 

" Were not much in his Company, nor entrusted to him 1 
Beeret details of the expedition?" 

"I know nothing of what you're talking about." 

"Produce Euy Peres," said the General, and the d( 
opened , and the Chevalier, dressed in a military uniform, a 
with several decorations of foreign Orders, entered. 

"Doyon know this gentleman?" said the General, drilj 
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" Itoow him for aPole, whose name is Alexis Radchoffsky; 
at least, under such a name he onee lived in London, and is 
w^ell known to the police there." 

" Go on ," said the General to the secretary. " On being 
uonfronted with the Senhor Ruy Peres, the prisoner became 
mddenly abashed , and at once confessed that he had known 
bim intimately several years before at London." 

" Is that man a witness against me?" asked I, eagerly. 

"Attend to me, sir," said the General, while he made a 
jign to the Chevalier to retire; "neither subterfiige nor inso- 
ence will avail you here. You are perfectly well known to 
18 ; your early history — your late intrigues — your present 
utentions." 

" With such intimate knowledge of all about me, General," 
jaid I, coolly, "haven't we been wasting a great deal of 
raluable time in this interrogatory ?" 

"And, notwithstanding repeated admonitions, persisted 
n using the most indecorous language to the commission." 
These words the General dictated in a loud voice, and they 
irere immediately taken down by his secretary. 

" Senhor Concregan," said he, addressing me, "you stand 
lOw committed, by virtue of a royal Warrant, a copy of which, 
ind of the charges laid against you, will be duly transmitted 
x> you. Whenever the authorities have decided whether your 
)flPence should be submitted to a civil , or military tribunal, 
jTou will be brought up for trial." 

"I am an English subject, sir," said I; "I belong to a 
lation that never permits its meanest member to be trampled 
)n by foreign tyranny, far less will it suffer his liberty or lifo 
x> be sacrificed to a false and infamous calumny. I claim the 
)rotection of my ambassador , or at least of such a representa- 
ive of my country as your petty locality may possess. I de- 
lire — " What I was about to dcmand as my birthright was 
lot destined to be made public on this occasion , since at a 
ignal from the General the doox opeued, ^wöi \.^<i ^O^^'sst'«. 

7Äe Confessions of Con Cregan. iL ^^ 
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advancing, adjusted handcuffs on my wrists, and lecN|ß away 
even before I had recovered from the surprise the whole pro- 
ceeding occasioned me. 

Whether it was that I enjoyed the prerogative of a state 
prisoner, or that the authorities were not quite clear that they 
were justified in what they were doing I cannot say, but my 
prison discipline was of the very mildest order. I had a most 
comfortable room, with a window looking seaward over the 
beautiful bay of Malaga, taking a wide ränge along shore, 
where gardens , and villas , and orange-groves extended for 
miles. The fumiture was neat, and with some pretensions 
to luxury ; and the fare , I am bound to own , was excellent. 
Books, and even newspapers, were freely supplied to me, and, 
save that at certain intervals the dank of a musket and the 
shuffling of feet in the corridor without, told that the sentry of 
my guard was being relieved , I could have fancied myself in 
some homely inn , without a restriction upon my liberty. My 
handcuffs had been removed the moment I had entered my 
Chamber , and no w the iron stanchions of my window were the 
only reminders of a gaol around me. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

Consolations of Diploxnac7. 

The first revulsion of feeling over — the terrible sliock of 
that fall from the pinnacle of wealth and greatness to the 
lowly condition of a prisoner, unfriended and destitute, — I 
actually began to enjoy my life, and feel something wonder- 
fully like happiness. I do not pretend to say that my disap- 
pointment was not most acute and painful, or that I suffered 
little from the contemplation of my ruined hopes. — No ! far 
from it; but my grief, like the course of a mouutain torrent, 
soon ran off, and left the stream of my life clear and un- 
troubled as ever. It is true, thought I, this is a terrible con- 
trast to what I was a week ago I but still , is it not a long way 
in advance of what my original condition promised? I am a 
prisoner in a Spanish fortress — is not even that better than a 
peasant in an Irish hovel? The very cares with which I am 
surrounded bespeak a certain consequence pertaining to me ; 
I am one whom ministers of state think and speak about — 
whose name is often on their lips — whose memory haunts 
them in their half waking moments. Is not this something? 
Is it not a great deal to one, whose whole ideal was to avoid 
the bye-paths of life, and take his course in its very widest and 
busiest thoroughfares? 

The occupations in which I passed my days greatly con- 
tributed to sustain this pleasant Illusion. I was etemally 
writing letters, memorials, statementsoffacts and what not, 
of interminable narratives, to all our ministers and consuls, 
invoking their aid , and protesting in the name of the British 
nation against the unwarrantable tyranny of my imprison- 
ment. It is quite true that these lengt\iy ^o^\äcä\ää ^1 \ssxsa 
seemed to meet but sorry acceptance. Yot aX^Xk^J^ qiI'cotä 
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no acknowledgment of their reception ever reached me, but at 
last the foUowing dry epistle informed me that mj memorials 
Lad reached their destination: — 



" Sir, — I am directed by theSecretary of State forForeign 
Affairs to acknowledge the receipt of your memorials , dated 
the9th, 12th, 18th, 23pd, and 25thof last month, together 
with various letters bearing on the same subjects since that 
time, and to state in reply, that the matter of your complaint 
is at present under investigation with the authorities of the 
Spanish Government. 

"His lordship the Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs 
desires me to add his regi-ets , that even in the event of your 
liberation, he can hold out no prospect whatever that any 
compensation will be made to you for the loss of property you 
allege to have suffered, and which, of course, was incurred as 
one of the many risks natural to the course of such an expedi- 
tion as you were engaged in. 

" I have the honour to be, sir, 
" F. 0., London, " Your most obedient servant, 

Oct. 18 — . " Joseph Backsup." 

" To Cornelius Cregan, Esq." 

This was a sad damper! ^To think that I was to lose the 
immense amount of property with which I had embarked. The 
gemsandjewels, the rare objects of art; the equipages ; the 
beautiful horses of purest Mexican blood ! not to speak of that 
far greater loss — the large sum in actual money I but , then, 
what a consolation to remember, that a Secretary of State Wus 
mingling his sorrows with my own on the subject; that he 
actually gave an official character to his grief, by desiring the 
Under Secretary to convey "his regrets" in a despatch! his 
regrets — to me, Con Cregan! What inestimable words! 
That ever I should live to know that the Kight Honourable 
Zford Pazzletouj the adored eberub of fa.aliloii — the admired 
\ofcotenes — ihe worshipped of ^HYieCoTomoiis'" — \\ä^w?q\ä^\ 
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guest of Windsor, should, under the big seal of bis office, as- 
sure me of bis beartfelt sympatby ! 

I closed my eyes as I read tbe paragrapb , and imagined 
tbat we were weeping togetber, like tbe "Babes in tbe Wood." 
" How tbey wrong tbis man,*' tbougbt I, " in England — wbat 
calumnies tbey circulate about bis levity , bis beartlessness, 
and so fortb: and see! look at bim bere, mingling in tbe pri- 
vate sorrows of an individual, and taking paxt in all tbe pri- 
vate woes of Con Cregan." By tbis beautiful artifice , I con- 
trived to raise tbe aforesaid Con to a very considerable eleva- 
tion in bis own esteem ; andtbus, wortby reader, bypleasant 
fancies and ingenious illusions — wares tbat every man can 
fasbion at will — did I contrive to make my prison at Malaga 
a most endurable resting-place; and even now to make its 
retrospect füll of sweet memories ! 

Nor were my imaginings limited to sueb visions as tbese ; 
for I loved to compare my condition witb tbat of otber exalted 
prisoners , and fancy bow my conduct would read by tbe side 
of theirs. If I were less piously resigned — less submissive 
than Silvio Pellico — assuredly I sbowed more dignity in my 
fall tban tbe Exile of St. Helena. I bore all tbe little vexations 
of my lot witb a baugbty reserve tbat entirely subdued every 
sign of a querulous nature, and seemed to say, " My time will 
comeyet!" 

At last it appeared , eitber as if my memorials were never 
opened, or if opened never read. No answer came wbatever ! 
and even tbe Malaga newspapers, wbicb, in tbe deartb of 
sbipping intelligence, would often insert some little notice of 
me, statin g bow "tbe *Cond^' walked yesterday for an bour 
upon *tbe leads*" — "tbe *Cond^* partook witb an appetite 
of a partridge , and conversed freely witb tbe officer on duty ," 
and so on , now tbey never by any cbance alluded to me ; and 
I seemed, for all tbe interest tbe world manifested about me, 
to bave suffered a species of moral decease. It was tbe un- 
bealtby season of tbe year, and tbe Consul bad absented bim- 
self, leaving bis funetions to bis"Y\cft," ^V^^Vwvas^^öfiRk ^ 
eonßtitution, " bad departedlikema^ , \>^a^<ei^K5sÄÄ%*^'^ ^'**' 
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ditions and cares of office to bis Dutch coUeagae, who neither 
spoke nor read any other tongue than that muddy language 
begotten of dykes and fogs. Wearied possibly by tbe daily 
amvalof half-a-quireofmyremonstrances, or curious to see 
tbe machine by which tbese broad sheets were Struck off with 
such unfailing celerity, this official arrived one day at the 
prison with an order from the Governor, permitting bim to see 
the^'Cond^." 

I was as usual writing away, when the tumkey announced 
bis Excellency, (every official is Excellency if too low for 
Higbness ,) Mynheer van Hoagendrius , and a very short and 
immensely fat personage, dressed in a kind ofblack- and- white 
plaid jacket and trousers, entered. He looked like a buge 
chess-board set on legs. A grünt, a snort, a thick sound like 
a struggle between choking and gurgling ensued, wbich I 
concluded to be something in Dutch , and he seated himself 
opposite me. 

I made my compliments to bim, polyglot-wise, in French, 
English, Spanish, and at lastGerman, — the last evidently 
striking a spark out of the embers of bis cold intelligence , for 
be fixed bis duU eyes upon me, and seemed as though he would 
soon wakc up. Animated by this hope, I proceeded in my 
very best "Deutsch" to expound my sorrows to bim. For- 
tunately for me my German had been acquired in the low 
companionship of "skippers" and sailors, and consequently 
bore a nearer resemblance to its half-brother of Holland than 
the more cultivated tongues of professors and philosophers. 

I cannot, to this hour,8ay whether it arose fromanyinterest 
in the narrative, or whether proceeding from the laudable 
desire to come at the truth in a question of much difficulty; 
but the Mynheer now came to me each morning , and usually 
stayed two hours , during which I talked and he smoked in- 
cessantly. Often, when he left me, have I asked myself ** what 
progress I had made in bis good opinioii? how far had I made 
him master of my case?" but the question remained withont 
an answer; for if occasionally a Btray flaah of intelligence 
woaldllgbt np his doli featuies , oiLi<iÖLoVm^ >2tÄ ^^^>Cv[^-^k^\ 



THE CONPESSIONS OP CON CREGAN. 183 

bis eyes I could perceive that the animation arose from the 
sight of some fishing-boat retuming loaded with turbot, or 
that the savoury odour of salt cod had saluted him from the 
shore. I feit at length as though I were sailing without a log- 
line. Nothing to mark my progress or say in what latitude I 
cruised. 

My Dutch friend had now been visiting me for above six 
weeks ; during which, if he had not supplied himself with every 
detail of my calamity , he had at least smoked all the choice 
tobacco which, as a favour from the govemor, I was permitted 
to land for my own use , and as yet he had given no signs of 
life other than the act of fumigation aforesaid. I was half 
angry, halfamused, at the little act ofdexterity with which 
he emptied the last remnant of my pure Havannah into bis 
pipe, and heard, with a kind of malicious satisfaction, the 
little sigh with which he pushed the empty canister away from 
him. 

He seemed lost for some time in the slough of bis Dutch 
reflections , but at length he fixed bis eyes upon me , and in a 
low, suffocating tone said, ^'Hast a file?" 

"No,"saidL 

"There then," said he, giving me a small parcel tightly 
tied up in paper. "Farewell;" and he moved towards the 
door , before I could recover from my surprise to thank him. 
As he reached it, he tumed about, and in a very significant 
voice said, **Der bood est hardt" — a species of Plat-Deutsch 
I might not have understood if unaccompanied by a gesture, 
which implied that the ground was hard beneath my window, 
as a caution to me in the event of a leap. 

No sooner was I alone than I opened my precious packet, 
which, besides two files, contained a small phial of aquafortis 
and another of oil, — the latter a useful adjunct to prevent the 
grating noise being heard. Having concealed the implements 
in a rat-hole, I proceeded to examine the iron bars of the 
window, which, although seemingly ai gc^«A.w«»^^TÄL^Hx«ös^ö.^ 
were in reality coated with a rust oi raot^ \3tL"w\\i'!J^i.^^^s:^^^Q'isÄk. 
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thickncss. This was a most inspiriting discovery, and at once 
animated me with glowing hopes of success. 

As I could only work during the night, I affected illness as 
a reason for keeping my bed during the day, when I slept 
profoundly and refireshingly. 

The non-success of all my efforts to interest diplomacy in 
my cause , was just beginning to impress me with a sense of 
gloom and despondency, when this new ineident occurredto 
rally my drooping courage. Life had now an object, and that, 
if not always enough for happiness , is sufßcient at least to 
rouse those energies, which, when stagnant, produce despair. 
Howl longedfor night tocome thati might resume mylaboor ! 
with what resolute industryl worked on during the dark hours, 
only ccasing when the change of the sentries brought the 
guard close beneath my window, and even grudging the few 
seconds thus wasted. With what delight I used to measure 
the fissure which , at first only deep enough for my nail , was 
now sufficient to cover the file ! This I used to conceal each 
moming with bread coloured by the rusty powder that feil 
from the filing , so that , to all seeming, everything was in its 
usual Order. 

This was almost the only period of my life in which I 
remembered my father: from some similarity in ourcondition, 
perhaps , he was now seldom out of my thoughts. I used to 
wonder if he were still alive, and how situated-, whether he 
was yet a convict going forth in chains to daily toil, or a 
"ticket-of-leave" man, working at some settlement in the 
* * Bush." Did he ever think of me ? Did he ever dream of his 
native land, or wish to return to it, and what prospect of 
escape did fortune hold out to him ? That, after all, was the 
great link which bound him to my thoughts ! was there any 
silent and sympathizing Dutchman to take pity on his cap- 
tivity? 

At the close of the fifth week, I had the inestimable plea- 

sure of "reporting the breach practicable," or,in less sounding 

^brase, ofassaring myself that t^eiiivÖL'5\ft\i%x Q.l\)aftV\x\äÄ^ 
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was removable at will, and thus a free egress was permitted me 
to an extensive terrace, which, with a low parapet, overlooked 
the bay for miles. This was about five-and-twenty feet from 
the groond, and was guarded beneath by a sentry , one of a 
chain of sentinels, whose "watch'* extended around the entire 
fortress. The descent and the guard were then the only diffi- 
culties which now remained to be overcome, so far, at least, as 
mere liberation from the prison walls extended. I am sure I 
invented at least fifty choiee stratagems, which afterthought 
always showed were perfectly worthless. I bethought me of 
bribing the sentry with the few gold pieces which I still 
possessed; but what security had I that he might not resist the 
seduction, or betray me even after receiving the money ? 

The fall, too, was considerable ; nor was there anything to 
which I could attach my bedclothes to lower myself to the 
ground. It must be '^ a drop ," and what a Situation should I 
be in were I to break a bone , or even sprain my ankle in the 
effort? Alas! I now perceived that although the most labo- 
rioos portion of my work was accomplished, the most difficult 
still remained to be done. 

The obstacles to mere escape were sufficiently great to 
prevent me even thinking of the course to be pursued after 
I reached the ground in safety, for I was without friend, 
sheiter, passport, or any means of disguise or concealment 
whatever. 

I pondered long and carefuUy over the question, and 
already had two dreary weeks passed over since I had cut 
through the bar, and yet, so far asi could see, nonearerto 
liberation than when the solid iron enclosed me. My mind 
began to sink under the fatigue of unceasing contrivance, and 
a dreamy, dreary sense of hopelessness seemed gaining on me. 
It had been a dark cloudy day, with gusts of wind, foUowed by 
intervals of calm. The air was moist and heavy, and charged 
with the depressing influences which the "mestrale," that 
sickliest of all winds, ever brings. Masses of leaden-coloured 
clouds floated low over the sea, which was broketLVQl<?i ^%Jc\sst^» 
siigry ^^johhe" as if after a storm. 
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All betokened tbe approach of a gale of wind, and, as 
night set in, the signs of bad weatber thickened. Scarcely 
had tbe sun set, wben it became dark as pitch; the wind, 
wbicb had lulled for a brief space previous , now sprang up, 
and tbe sea fretted and cbafed against tbe rocke witb tbat 
peculiar sharp chirping sound tbat presages "wind." Tbe 
dank of chain cables — tbe plasbing noise of falling ancbors 
— tbe loud sbouts of tbe sailors as tbey prepared to meettbe 
gatbering stonn, even now beard — while, in tbe cbanging 
Position of the different ligbts of tbe bay, I could discern tbe 
movements of tbe various vessels as tbey sought sbelter or 
made ready for sea, in expectation of tbe "gale." Tbe im- 
penetrable darkness, tbe roaring wind, tbe flashing of the 
ligbts, the cries of tbe seamen, tbe huriyiDg of feet along the 
quays, and the sounds of different boats' crews departingin 
haste — all gave a charm to a scene of wbicb tbe obscuriiy 
increased the interest. A large French stcamer was to have 
sailed tbat night for Marseilles , but I overbeard a voice from 
the street foretelling tbat the Gazonne might leave witbout 
her passengers, " as no one would go on board of her on such 
a night." A red lantern at tbe peak indicated tbe vessel, and 
I could see tbat she bad changed her position and " taken up 
a berth" farther out in tbe bay. 

I cannot teil by what instinct I selected her as a peculiar 
object ofmy interest, but so it was. I watched her unceasingly, 
and rarely took my eyes from the quarter where she lay , and 
wben the heaving motion of the " red ligbt" showed tbat she 
was tossing in a beavy sea , I listened too witb eagemess to 
catch anything from those tbat passed beneath tbat might 
concern this vessel, wbicb now engrossed all my sympathy. 
" Were I once but on board of her," thought I , ** tbe wildest 
burricane tbat ever blew would be sweeter to me than all the 
balmy airs tbat ever bore the odour of orange blossom through 
my barred window ! " I would have braved tbe stormiest seas, 
the maddest gale , shipwreck itself , rather than longer remain 
thehelplessj bopeless tbing a life of imprisonment was making 
ofme. " Would tbat tbe altetnatWe 'wet^ ^n«ii xsä ^^ ^^^\ 
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to myself ; "tbe free choice to change these four walls for the 
deck over which tbe waves are dancing in foamy sheets! with 
what a thankful heart would I take the offer." 

The last visit of the turnkey, who came to see all safe, 
broke in for a moment upon these musings; and now the 
double-locked door, and bis retiring footsteps, told me that no 
further molestation was to be feared; and that I was, at least 
tili daybreak, the undisturbed master of my own reveries. I 
opened the window, pushed back the iron stancheon, and 
walked out upon the terrace. It was a night of storm and 
wild hurricane. The rain swept byin great plashes,increasing 
the darkness, and mingling its hissing noise with the breaking 
Crash of the sea, as it beat furiously against the rocks. The 
dancing, bobbing motion of the lights on board the different 
craft, showed what **a sea" was raging in the bay: while, 
even in the city itself, the clatter of falling tiles and chimneys, 
told the violence of the gale. I stood upon the terrace : and 
as the rain penetrated my frail garment , and the wind wafted 
my wet hair across my cheeks, Ifelt a sense of ecstasy that 
nothing in all my previous life had ever equalled. It was the 
Sensation of freeddm; it was the burst of delight with which 
the captive welcomes the long-lost liberty. "Better this," 
thought I, " than the snuggest Chamber that ever called itself 
a prison." 

It was past the hour when any further visit from the turn- 
key might be expected. Abeady the outer door ofmy Chamber 
had been locked and barred with all that scrupulous attention 
to noise and dank that are supposed only essential in a melo- 
drama. The sentry had just been relieved on the esplanade 
beneath the terrace, so that 1 might consider myself disen- 
cumbered from all fear of interruption in any quarter. I sat 
down upon the parapet, and peered into the dark depth below 
me, where the hazy glimmer of the sentry's lamp served to 
mark the height. At first it seemed a terrific drop ; but after 
a while Ibegan to satisfy myself that the darkness contributed 
to this effect; and as my sight grew moi^ ^Q,^\\a\ö\S!Ä.\V^*<toRi 
gloom, I was able to trace different oVi^^cXa^ ^\£vsyci% q?^<s»»> 
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the conical roof of the sentry-box, at a distance of scarcely 
more than fifteen feet beneath me. 

Thus faricould reach by making a rope of my bed-clotbes, 
and attacb one end to a portion of the battlement of the 
parapet; but how should I venture on a descent in such a 
place? how risk the almost certainty of recapture by the 
sentry himself? This was a formidable difficiüty, and de- 
manded much consideration; and yet were I to select any 
other Spot, I might chance to be disabled by the fall , and then 
all my efforts were fruitless , since a broken bone , or even a 
sprained ankle, would be certain ruin. 

Never was a knotty point more canvassed^ the clue to a 
difficulty more zealously searched for ! As generally happens 
in such cases, first thoughts are best, and the bold course the 
safest. By descending on the sentry-box, I should at least 
reach the ground without injury; and if I were to have a 
"tussle" for it with the guard, it would be without the dis- 
advantage of a previous damage. Besides this , the incessant 
noise of the tempest, the crashing of the sea, and the deep 
booming of the thunder , gave hopes that my descent might be 
unheard. Nay , more — the sound of my heavy body over his 
head , would be rather an admonition to stay quietly within 
than risk himself outside , to the danger of tumbling tiles, or 
masses of masonry from the parapet. The more I reflected 
upon this , the clearer I saw that the storm was a heaven-sent 
accident for me; that the darkness, the tumult, and the 
deserted streets, were all acccssaries the most favourable; 
that to neglect such an occasion of escape would be downright 
madness. If I took some time to arrive at this conclusion, I 
made up for the delay by the rapidity of my subsequent 
movements. I hastily retumed to my room ; and had I been 
bred a ropemaker, my two sheets and counterpane could not 
have been fashioned into a three-stranded rope more handily ; 
and my sailor*s experience favonring, I adjusted the cord in a 
" timber hith " round one of the battlements , and well satisfied 
mjrselfthatlmight trust tothe other extremity — "ConCregan 
and biß fortunea, " 
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I then took a hurried survey of my room , — trimmed my 
lamp that it might bum tili morning , secured the three or four 
papers of value wbich still remained to me , and then issued 
forth to my enterprise. 

A cannon-shot from the bay rang out as I again stepped 
upon the terrace , and I accepted the augury as an omen of 
welcome. I will not deny that my hands trembled as I exam- 
ined, for the last time, the fastening of the cord; nor do I 
seek to conceal , that as 1 buttoned my coat , the beatiug of my 
heart smote heavily against my fingers. I even hesitated for 
an instant , — and during that instant , brief as it was , I could 
have faced death itself, rather than the uncertainty before me. 
The weakness passed quickly away, and with a short but 
fervent prayer, I grasped the rope, and slipped noiselessly 
over the parapet. 

A sudden gast of wind swept past at the moment, and 
swung me out from the wall , as though I had been a thing of 
no weight; calling for all my strength to prevent me from 
being blown away I and now , I was buffeted about — tossed 
here and thrown there , with a violence that almost dislocated 
every Joint in my body. The jerking motion , and the chafing 
of myrope on the parapet, made metremble for my security, 
and not without cause; for in one great swing, in which I 
described an arc no other pendulum, living or dead, ever 
compassed before, I came back with such force against the 
roof of thesentry-box, striking itwith both myfeet together 
atthesame instant, that mycord snapped short in the very 
centre. 

The force of my fall , added to the previous blow, capsized 
the sentry-box, and I came to the ground along with it, in a 
State of fright, that even to this very hour I cannot recall with- 
out shuddering. Half- stunned by the fall — bniised and 
almost lifeless from terror , 1 sat there waiting for the moment 
when the sentry would issue forth and seize me ; nor was it tili 
after the lapse of several minutea tViaA.l^^x^^Yi^^'Oöa^ *^^ 
Boldier was inatrap, the weiglity aeiiXrjViQ^V'öÄL^'^^'ö.^'^'st 
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on the front, and effectually debarred him from any chance of 
self-extrication. 

I ßtooped over to listen, but all was still; he never spoke a 
Word — probably stunned by the shock , or he might have 
fainted from terror. Whatever the cause, neither my humanity 
nor my curiosity carcd to explore further; but rising to my 
feet, and ascertaining to my inexpressible delight thatlwas 
uninjured, I set off at füll speed toward the shore. The sea 
Buggested escape , andthitherlbentmy way, without think- 
ing more on the matter. 

I could see from the hurried movement of lights along 
the pier, that boats were rapidly leaving for the various 
ships in the harbour. To get on board any of these, no matter 
what , or whither bound , was all my object , — a Tunis pirate, 
or a Malay prow , would have been a happy exchange for the 
black prison at Malaga. 

I had almost run myself out of breath , when I came up 
with a knot of some dozen people were hastening onward as 
fast as they could. Two heavily laden barrows with luggage, 
and a multitude of cloaks , shawls , and mantle , pronounced 
them to be travellers; and I soon collected from the expres- 
sions dropped by the boatmen,that they were ahout to embark 
*in the French steamer for Leghörn. Mingling with the group, 
which the darkness freely permitted , I heard a voice say in 
English, something about the weather; and now listening 
more attentively, I picked up that they were an English 
family hurrying toPisa,to see a son, whose failing health gave 
them no time for delay. I gathered , too , that the packet, 
which should not have started tili the next day, was now 
leaving suddenly: the captain having sentamessage tosay, 
that he had determined to put to sea rather than ride out the 
gale so near shore. 

The travellers were mingling their complaints at this 

peremptory summons , with others over the absence of their 

Courier, who had got leave to see some of his friends about a 

league away , and must now inevitably be left behind. In the 

couree of their lamentings , 1 coxilLd \^2»xu \)a».\, ^^^\ä.\ q^ 
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3ngaged the man the evening before at tbe recommendation 
)f the landlord , and had scarcelj seen him above a couple of 
dmes. 

In fact, except that he was an Italian, and bis name 
KafPaello, tbey knew notbing about bim. At last tbey reacbed 
^be jetty, wbere tbe boat lay, and now I could hear tbeir 
iiscussion , wbetber it were better to leave tbe courier's effects 
)ebind or take tbem ,on, m tbe bope tbat be migbt yet 
iome up. 

"He*s a smart fellow, and depend upon it be'll be bere 
before we sail," said a young man of tbe party. 

" No , no ," cried anotber , " be*ll never bear a word of tbe 
sacket tili sbe's balf way to Legbom." 

"Wbat did you teil bim, William?" asked an elderly 
ady. 

" To be back by six o'clock to-morrow moming," said tbe 
irst Speaker. 

" Ay, but in wbat language did you speak?" 

" I spoke Italian, and afterwards I said it in Frencb, for be 
ioesn't know one word of Englisb." 

Tbis was all I wanted; I slipped noiselessly away, and# 
•etiring to some distance bebind tbe party, waited tili Isaw 
:bem descend tbe stairs to tbe boat. Tbis oceupied some time, 
'or tbe party were numerous, and tbeir trunks and port- 
nanteaus were without end. At last, just as tbe word to 
jbove off was given , I dasbed forward at tbe top of my speed, 
jrying out in Spanisb, "Hold fast, tberel wait for tbe 
Courier ! " 

" Wbat*s tbe matter?" asked one of tbe Englisbmen. 

"A Courier, Seübor," said a sailor, "wants to come 
?7itb US." 

"Ob, Raffaello, by George!" exclaimed tbe otber; ^*I 
knew be*d be up : put back, men, be belongs to us." 

"Pardon, signori," saidl, steppm^ W^VA.^^ ^»^'Ä.'^'^vgxs^- 
raJe, ^^I bave bad a sharp xun ior it^' ^^^ ^^^1 ^^^^xjJsX 
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Seated on a great coat of black sheepskin, which from ^^ 
style and cut I knew must bave belonged to my predecesa^-^ 
Raffaello , I could see the rapid passage of lights on the sh^::^ 
in the direction of my late prison, and at last could det^^^ 
one glimmering from a part of the building where my Ci^^ 
stood. The roll of drums beating to arms was soon hesLn/f 
and it was evident to me that my escape had become known, 
— that the garrison of the fortresswas onthe alert to recapture 
me. Although fully a mile from land , and rowing with all the 
vigour of twelve stout sailors towards a vessel whose steam 
was already whizzing through the escape funnel, my heart 
almost sunk within me from very fear 5 and rather than be 
retaken, I would have jumped into the boiling tide that 
swelled and broke around me. 

The sailors more than once relaxed their eflPbrts to watch 
what was going forward on shore ; and how fervently did I , in 
silence, curse their curiosity. Extemally, however, Imain- 
tained my calm demeanour, and even ventured to conjecture 
that a üre must have broken out in the fortress , such was the 
commotion and excitement discemible in that quarter. 

Another suggested the possibility of its being some pri- 
soner that had made bis escape, — a notion which I took occa- 
sion to ridicule , by averring that the carcel was reputed to be 
the strongest prison in Spain, and an instance of evasion alto- 
gether unknown. 

Thus chatting we reached the steamer. To my intense de- 
light the anchor was already weighed ; and scarcely had we 
mounted the ladder, than she broached round, head to sea, 
and clove through the water like a fish. 

Every plunge of the great ship shook the strong timbers, 
and made her huge framework tremble, sending a thrill of 
pleasure through me. With each mountain wave that roUed 
past, I saw my chance of safety increase, and knew that no 
boat — manned by Spaniards at least, would dare pursuit in 
such a storm. I had abundant leisure for these reflections, 
sjuce my ''masters " had only time to get ou-board when they 
retired to their berths overeomeby Bea-«.\siVDÄ^^ ., ^q^^W^^a 
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at füll liberty to indulge my own thoughts , and dispose of 
myself without the slightest Interruption. From a smart little 
French maid I leamed that the family was called Grimes, — 
that they had recently come from England , by way of Gibral- 
tar, where one of the sons, now with them, was quartered 
witii his regiment. That the party consisted of a widow lady 
with three daughters and two sons, — a third being the invalid 
atPisa. They were rieh, goodsortoffolks, very ignorant of 
theContinent, very credulous, and altogether a satisfactory 
kind of connexion for a cunning French femme-de-chambre, 
and a rogoish Courier to fall in with. This latter fact Made- 
moiselle Virginie insisted upon, with no small degree of 
self-gratulation , giving me to understand that we might 
have a very thriving career as fellow-labourers in the same 
vineyard. 

Her Sketches of English life, manners, and prejudices, 
were not a little amusing; while the rules she laid down for 
the due management and control of her masters, were aper- 
fect chapter in domestic machiavelism. There had once been 
a time when I would have enlisted willingly under such a 
banner — glad to reach the Upper story of life, even by such 
a back stair ; but now that I had tasted the glorious suprema- 
cy of command myself, — that I had revelled in the mastery 
of a great household , — that I had roUed along in my own. 
chariot, clothed in fine linen and faring sumptuously every 
day, I ifelt my retum to a menial Situation a degradation un- 
endurable. I determined that once in Italy, I would escape 
from the thraldom of such servitude, come what might of it. 

By long dwelling on the theme , I had contrived to impress 
mys^ with the most profound conviction that I was a much 
i^jured individual — that my case, if not suflScient for a war 
with Spain , was a fair ground for a parliamentary "flare-up," 
angry diplomatic notes, and heaven knows what threats of 
cur outraged Foreign-office. That a man with such a glorious 
grievance ejhould sink down into a Courier — to wrangle with 
landlords, bully waiters, and ä\t\. m>i\i ^^ '»''\3aajA.\a.Siofc 
ramble/' was not to be thougU oi li^W.^-aX.^^^^^^^^^^'^ 
r/ie Confemons of Con Cregan. II. ^ 
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Highgate, and destined for the inside of the travelling-car- 
riage, andnottbe "out." 

Scarceiy were we arrived at Leghorn , and installed at the 
San Marco , than I began to prepare for my emancipation; — 
a bold Step , considering that all the available resonrces I 
possessed was a ruby ring set round with brilliants , which I 
had concealed in my cap along with my papers. I was ad- 
monished to lose no time in my departure, by remarking that 
another packet from Malaga was expected within a week, 
which probably would convey the rightful Courier in search of 
bis missing baggage , and I was by no means desirous of being 
confronted with the real Simon Pure. 

I am not sure that this latter consideration did not weigh 
most with me in the matter — since the novelty of my Situa- 
tion and the sense of its creature-comforts might have induced 
me to linger a little longer in a capacity even as humble. 
With such people as the Grimes*s the Courier was supreme, 
and bis rule despotic. From the hour at which they were to 
dine , to what they were to eat — how they were to spend the 
day — what to see , and what to avoid, were all at bis dicta- 
tion; while from the landlord came a perfect volley ofcivili- 
ties that plainly showed who was the real personage to whom 
adulation was due. If my masters dined on a chicken, / 
fed upon ortolans; while they made wry faces over their 
" Chiant^ ," / luxuriated on Chateau La Rose or Chambertin. 
For my table were reserved the oysters of Venice , the fresh 
" sardines " of Gorgona — the delicate mutton of Pistoja — 
the delicious Becafica of the Val d'Amo , while Piscia was 
ransacked for my dessert, tili I saw myself surrounded with 
^ rarities , that even in my great days I scarcely dreamed of . 

There was a kind of "abandon*' too in this mode of life 
that pleased me well, — a delightful sense of irresponsibility 
pervaded everything I did , or imagined. 

The Courier knows nothing ofthat hesitation whi<^ besets 

bis master at the thought of some costly indulgence. He 

joeitber donbta nor deniea liiin»elf . The Emperor of Kussia 
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even against the Czar himself , and would intrigue for the fish 
intended for a cardinaFs Friday dinner. He is perhaps the 
only traveller who is indifferent to the bill : nay, he even glo- 
ries in its extravagance , as increasing his own per centage. 
I was beginning to see and appreciate all these advantages 
when caution admonished me to escape. The real Kaffaello 
was doubtless already at sea , and might arrive ere I had eva- 
cuated the territory. 

I only waited then to see "my family" snugly housed at 
Pisa, when I proceeded to tender my resignation. It was 
very flattering to my vanity to see t\^ distress my announce- 
ment created. They evidently feit like a crew about to be 
deserted by the pilot in a difficult navigation. They were but 
indifferent linguists , and worse traveUers ; and I almost re- 
pented of my resolve as I perceived the dismay it occasioned, 

— the füll measure of which I was admitted to witness , since 

— from my supposed ignorance of English — they discussed 
the question very freely in my presence. 

"Does he say he's dissatisfied with his Situation?" asked 
the old lady. 

^Itis difficult tomake out what he means, mamma/' re- 
plied a daughter. 

" These fellows are always intriguiug for higher wages," 
observed the subaltem. 

"Or to engage with people of greater consequence," re- 
marked the second son. 

"We had better send for the tutor, mamma; he speaks 
French better than we do." 

'! This proposition — albeit not accepted as a compliment to 
themselves by the two brothers — was at last acceded to, and, 
after a brief delay, the individual in question made his ap- 
pearance. To avoid any semblance of understanding what 
went forward , I stood in patient silence , not even tuming my 
head in the direction where the family were now grouped 
around the "Dragoman." 

^' Tou are to ßnd out what \^ N^aaYA J' %«äöi "ökä ^^^sÄ?5 ^ 
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the epicure. He must be a connoisseur in wine, pictores, 
China, cuisine, statuary, engravings, armour, ancient fur- 
niture , manuscripts , horseflesh , the drama , and Bohemian 
glass; able to pack a irunk, or expatiate upon a Titian; to 
illustrate a fresco, to cheat a custom-house, to bollj a pre- 
fect, make an Omelette, ride postiliion. These, with a 
running knowledge of international law, and the Code Napo- 
leon , and some skill in all the minor Operations of surgery — 
these are a brief summary of a courier's qualifications," 

"And do you teil me, friend," said he, eamestly, " that you 
candoallthis?" 

" Indifferent well,*' said I, carelessly. "There are , doubt- 
less, others who have gained a higher proficiency in the 
craft; but as I am still young, l'll not despair of future 
eminence." 

He heaved a deep sigh, and leaned his head upon his 
hand. 

I fancied I could read what was passing in his mind, and 
at a haphazard , said , *^ You are contrasting the catalogue 
with that of your own acquirements , and perhaps asking 
yourself to what end all the midnight toil of scholarship? 
why have I laboured hard with aching brow and fevered heart, 
when one with vulgär attainments like these — the scattered 
fragments -r the crumbs that fall from the table of real know- 
ledge , can secure a better livelihood and more real iudepend- 
ence than myself; and the reasonis, mine are marketable 
wares that find purchasers in every class , and among every 
gradation of society. *Aiy lord' must have his Courier; so 
must the rieh cotton - Spinner or the barrister on his wedding 
tour. Thewealthy dowager, the blooming widow, the ex- 
minister travelling for * distraction,' the young heir joumeying 
for dissipation. Theprelate, the banker, the ruined duke, 
the newly - enriched mill-owner — all, however differing in 
other points , agree in this one want , and must have one who 
will think for them and speak for them , bargain and bully 
for them, assert their rank and importance wherever they 
apj?ear,' soth&t of the obötaclea olLtTa.N^\, V\ä ^\'öbÄ\s5ÄKRÄ ^sbä^ 
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• 

contrarieties , they should know as little as though their road 
lay between London and Croydon." 

^^ Still it is a puzzle to me " sighed the young man, ^^ how 
these people achieve the attainments you speak of. Even a 
smattering of such knowledge would seem to require both 
time and study." 

"They havebut a smattering," saidl; "yet it is gained 
exactly in the very school where such small proficiency goes 
farthest — * the world * — and which you will one day discover 
has its courses of knowledge, itstests of ability, ay, and its 
degrees of honour, marked out as palpably as Oxiford and 
Cambridge. There is this advantage , too , sir , over the uni- 
versity — the track in which you are to travel is marked out 
for you — you must not stray to the right or to the left; 
while in * the world' the field of direction is wide, open, and 
expanded ; there's a path for every one , if they'll only look 
for it." 

He started as I said these words ; and as bis cheek flushed 
up, he said, "Iremember once upou a time hearing those 
very words from a poor friendless boy in my own country. 
He was setting out, as he said, to seek bis fortune, and 
Ms whole stock in life was the hope inspired by that senti- 
ment." 

"And what became of bim?" 

" I never could learn , — he disappeared suddenly , — and 
whether he enlisted into some regiment abroad, or died at 
home , I never ascertained." 

"Thenlcan teil you, sir, — he now Stands before you, 
the same whom once you so kindly succoured ; the houseless, 
friendless child , whom you protected and sheltered — I am 
Con Cregan." 

It would be difficult to describe the bewilderment of poor 
Lyndsay , as I said this ; he sat down , closed bis eyes , opened 
them again, rubbed them, stared at me , tried to speak, and 
at last, rising up, grasped my band warmly, and cried, " Theo, 
of course you remcmber my name? " 
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"I could never forget it, Mr. Lyndsay," said I, affec 
tionately. 

This was enongh, and he now shook me bj both band 
with all the warmth of old friendship. 

Aß he was madly eager to leam Ihe story of my life , an« 
as I was bent on my departore by the moming mail for Genoa 
we agreed to meet at an hoor when tiie household bad re 
tired to bed; meanwhile he was to charge himself with th( 
Office ofmaking an explanation tothe family, and informin^ 
them that matters of urgency required my presence at Parif 
without delay. This agreed upon, weseparated. 

The entü-e night we passed in talking, for he insistec 
upon hearing my adventures from the veiy hourwe had partec 
Company in Dublin , down to the moment we were then seatec 
together. It was evident , at times , from the tone of question 
ing , that he accepted several of my Statements at least sa 
doubtful, but gradually, as he discovered my acquaintanc< 
with various langnages, the knowledgel possessed of diffe- 
rent remote countries , their habits and natural produetions 
this incredulity gave way, and when finally I prodaced th( 
letters of the Havannah banker: with the receipts for my 
instalments, he showed that every shade of hesitation hac 
vanished , and that he no longer entertained a doubt of mj 
veracity. 

As the hour of separating drew nigh , he tumed the sub- 
ject to my ownimmediate requirements , and althoughl a» 
sured him that my ring , which 1 had already disposed of 
was sufficient for all immediate wants, he insisted upoi 
my accepting a loan of one hundred dollars , to be repaid, 
as he himself said , "when I resumed my countship." These 
were bis parting words as I ascended to the roof of the düi- 
gence. 



I 
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CHAPTER XL 

**A New Walk in Progressive Life.V 

I WILL not trespass on my reader's patience with the de- 
tails of my jonmey, nor ask him to form acquaintance with 
any of those pleasant travelling companions whose whims, 
caprices , and merry fancies lightened the road. The Com- 
pany of a diligence is a little world in all its features of selfish- 
ness, apathy, trustfolness , credulity, and unbelief. It has 
itsmock humilities and absurd pretensions even more gla- 
ringly dieplayed than every - day Ufe exhibits them. Enough, 
then, if I say ours were fair specimens of the class, and 
vhen, on arriving at the Messageries Royales, the heavy 
"convenieney" deposited us in the conrt, we shook hands 
all round ere separating, like people who were well pleased 
when together , but yet not broken - hearted at the thought of 
parting. 

And now I found myself at Paris , that glorious capital 
whose very air is the Champagne of atmospheres , and where, 
aniid the brilliaAt objects so lavishly thrown on every side, 
even the poor man forgets his poverty , and actually thinks 
^6 has some share in the gorgeous scene around him. I heaved 
one heavy sigh,from the very bottom of my heart, asi thought 
what might have been the condition in whichlcould once have 
roUed along these same streets, and with this brief tribute to 
the past I trudged along towards the embassy. All my hope 
lay m the prospect of an interference on the part of the Eng- 
lish govemment, and the demand of an indemnification for 
njyloss. 

After some little delay, and a Blight <^8AAC^[Aäm<^ ^'s^.'Cql^ 
P^ ofa bulky porter ia scarlet Uvexy ^ 1 -wsä «A\xöX.\ä^ \ö 
»room where a number of people , chieÄy co\3Äveta «sA ''''\ja»- 
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quais de Place," were assembled, to obtain signatures or 
passports , and who were summoned from time to time to enter 
an inner Chamber where the official sat. My tum came at 
length, and with a heart almost swelling to suflPocation, I 
enterod. 

**For England, Isuppose," said a pale young gentleman, 
with black moustaches , not looking up from the table , where 
he sat reading his Galignani, 

'^ No , sir , mine is not a passport case. I am here to make 
a Charge against the Spanish govemment for false imprison- 
ment and spoliation." 

The young gentleman raised his head, and stared at me 
fixedly for a couple of seconds, and then, in the most sil- 
very of accents said, "Be good enough to repeat what you 
have said." 

I did so; adding, ^*as my case has occupied the attention 
of the Foreign Office for some time back , you may possibly 
have heard of my name — Count Cregan." 

The youth sprung up from his chair, and hastened into 
another room, whence I could hear loud shouts of laughter 
immediately proceeding. 

"No, no, Barrington," said a deeper and an older voice. 
"I don't want to see the fellow, and I advise you to get rid of 
him at once. He'll be a bore to us every day of the week, if 
you give him the slightest encouragement." 

" But is there really nothing in his case? " 

"Nothing whatever ; he is a downright impostor." 

"But Puzzleton certainly corresponded with him." 

"Of course he did, to prevent the Opposition making a 
handle of his case in *the House;' but he soon saw the whole 
thing was a trumped-up Charge; and as we want to go on 
smoothly with the Madrid govemment, it would be absurd to 
disturb our relations for the sake of a fellow like this." 

" Oh, that's it," said the aüache^ catching a faint gUmmer- 
ing of the secret machinery of diplomacy. 

^^To be snre,'' added the other-^ "if we wanted a grie- 
rance, tbat man 's would do as -weW. aa aÄQ>ik^xi\\»\Ä*ööK«kSA 
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no need to hold him over, we can always catch the Spaniards 
tripping when we want it. My advice is, therefore, get 
rid of him. Say that he must embody his statement in the 
form of a memorial , supported by whatever he can adduce 
in the way of evidence ; that a personal interview can lead to 
nothing; and , in fact, dismiss him in the usual way." 

And with these lucid instructions — given in a tone far too 
loud to be diplomatic — the a«acÄe returned to the room where 
I waited. 

"You'U have to reduce this to writing, Count Cregan," 
Said he , standing with his back to the fire , and assuming an 
air that he fancied was quite that of Talleyrand , ** something 
in the form ofa memorial, you understand." 

"I have already done so, unsuccessfully ," said I, shortly. 

"Ah, — wasn't aware ," sighed the young gentleman, stro- 
king his moustache. 

"The Secretary of Foreign Affairs acknowledged the re- 
ceipt of my Statement, and at one time held out some hope of 
redress." 

"Ah,indeed!" echoed the other. 

" The State of our relations with Spain, however," added 
I, "not requiring a grievance just then, my case was naturally 
shelved." 

Hestarted, bit his lip, and evinced unmistakeable signs 
of being.ill at ease. "In fact," resumed I, growing warmer 
as I proceeded , " no f urther notice was taken of me than what 
barely sufficed to take my case out of the hands of Opposition 
members. 1 was assumed to be an impostor, because the 
moment was not favourable to believe nie honest. Good di- 
plomacy , perhaps , but rather lax morality. Now , sir , I have 
lost my cause — that is quite evident: let us see if you have 
gained yours, The press is the great vindicator of individual 
wrongs, and I'U make its columns the arena in which this 
struggle shall be decided.'* 

"Be good enough to wait one instant, — take a seat, 
Coont," observed the young gentleman, in. his y^^-^ '^^\i^^'^ 
oi toneSf while he hastily retired inlo t\i^ Vöärx x<2>wsi. ^-v^jä 



I 
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more. This time the conversation was so low, that not a 
whisper reached me. After a few seconds he re-entered. 

" Your case will be inquired into , Count , and representa- 
tion made to the Spanish minister at this coort. May I ask 
where you are staying here ? " 

"I have not yet taken up my residence at Paris." 
" Your passport is of course with the police?" 
Ibowed an assent, while a sudden thought flashed across 
me. "They mean tosend me out of the country!" The 
aüach4 had twice said, "Good moming," ere I remarked 
it , and with a hurried leavetaking I quitted the room , well 
aware of the folly into which a momentary fit of passion had 
betrayed me. 

It was palpable enough — my passport would at once 
oflfer a ground for my expulsion, — I was an Englidh sub- 
ject, travelling on a Spanish passport. I must of course ex- 
pect to be disowned by the Spanish minister, and not acknow- 
ledged by my own. 

This was a sorry beginning, and I sauntered out into the 
streets in a very depressed state of mind. What was I to do? 
my funds were at a low ebb , — I had not above four hundred 
francs in the world. Into what career could I throw myself, 
and while obtaining a livelihood avoid discovery. I knew 
various things, in that smattering sort of way which, by the 
aid of puffing and notoriety , often succeed with the world ; 
but yet notoriety was the very thing I most dreadedl There 
was nothing for it — but to ehange my name. Many would 
doubtless say, that this was not any great sacrifice, — need 
not have cost me any very poignant suflPerings; but they 
would be wrong. I had clung to my name through all the 
changes and vicissitudes of my fortune, as though it em- 
bodied my very identity. It was to make that humble name 
a great one, that I had toiled and struggled through my 
whole life. In that obscure name lay the whole Impulse of 
my darings. Take that from me, and you took away the 
energjr that BUBtameäi me , and l sunk down into the mere ad- 
renturer, living on from. day to day , wiöiVovsxXßVwÄ ^ ^srSjöki- 
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t purpose or ambition. I had bome my name in the very 
j^est passages of my fortune , hoping, oneday or other, to 
ntrast these dark periods with the brilliant hours of my 
stiny. And now I must abandon it! "Well, be it so," 
Dught I, "and by way of compromise, I'll keep half of 

and call myself Monsieur Corneille; and as to nationality, 
3re need be little difficulty. Whenever a man talks indiffe- 
it Spanish , he says be is from the Basque. If he speaks 
dGerman, he callshimself an Austrian; so, I, if therebe 
y irregularities in my regulär verbs, will cooUy assert that 
im a brave Beige, and asubject of king Leopold; and if 
mility be a virtue , this choice of a native land ought to do 
5 credit." 

I raised my head from my musings at this moment, and 
md myself at the comer of the RueGoguenarde, exactly 
posite a house covered with placards and announcements 
m the street to the third story, A great board with gilt 
ters over the entrance, proclaiming it the ** Bureau des 
iches" for all nations. Nor was the universality a mere 
jtence , as a single glance could show the ränge of adver- 
jments, taking in everything, from an estate in Guada- 
pe , to a neat Chamber in the Marais ; from a foundry at 
ons to the sweeping of a passage in the Rue Rivoli. All 
! nostrums of medicine , — all the cheap appliances of the 
let, remedies against corpulence, preventives to extreme 
aciation, how to grow hair, how to get rid of it, gover- 
ises, ballet-dancers , even ladies "with suitable portions 
i great personal attractions ," were all at the command of 
i rieh enough to indulge bis indolence. " There must surely 
something applicable to me in all these varied wants," 
ught I; and I entered a great room where several knots 
nen and women, of different ranks and conditions, were 
hered around large tablets of advertisements. 
Some were in search of lost articles of dress , or jewellery, 
on-away child, or a missing spaniel; some inquiring for 
ap apartments, or economical mod^Ä oi \xw?^^^?SÄOL^*ööKWi 
lg the same road ; but the greatet uxxsxÄi^x^^x^VjßL^^Qscs^sj^» 



206 THB CONFESSIONS OP CON CREGAK. 

of some means of livelihood, — and what a host they were! 
Professors of every art , science , and language ; jotimalistB, 
poets, tenors, gardeners, govemesses, missionaries , rope- 
dancers , frail little damsels who performed as goddesses in a 
pantomime, and powerful fellows who performed the "life- 
models" of academies, together with a number of well-dressed 
gentlemen of a certain age, who announced themselves as 
" discreet friends to any party engaged in a delicate and diffi- 
cult transaction." 

My heart sunk within me as I saw the mass of capabüily 
by which I was surrounded. " What could the world want 
with me," thought I, "in such a glut of acquirements as I 
see here ? " And I was about to turn away when my attention 
was drawn to a very little elderly man , who was most impor- 
tunately entreating one of the clerks to do him some Service 
or other. The old man's eagemess was actually painfdl to 
witness. "I will seil it for a mere nothing," said he, ^*al- 
though it cost me five hundred francs!" 

"You'll be fortunate if you get onehimdred for it," said 
the Clerk. 

"I would accept of even one hundred, nay! Td take 
eighty ," sighed the old man. 

" So you ought ," said the other. " These things are all at 
a discount now ; men like more active and energetic situa- 
tions. Retirement is not the taste of our day." 

"Retirement," thought I, "that may be exactly what 
would suit me at this moment," and I drew near to listen« 

"Find me a purchaser with seventy francs," ejacolated 
the old man , "and I'll clos« with him." 

"Whatisit, Monsieur?" saidl, bowing civilly to both. 

"A ' quatorzi^me,* sir," said the clerk, interposing, that he 

might eam his commission in the event of a deal. " A quator- 

zi^me, and I am bound to say one of the best in this quarter 

of Paris. It takes in the Rue de la Chuine , the Place de la 

JBoucherie, with a very large sweep of the Boulevard M<mt 

F&maaae, " 
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"Aquatorzi^me!" criedl, inamazement*"Ineverheard 
of any one living so high up. Are there really houses m Paris 
fourteen stories high ! " 

Thej both burst into a fit of laughing as I said this, and it 
was some time ere the clerk could recover bis gravity suffi- 
ciently to reply ; at last he said , "I perceive that Monsieur is 
a stranger to Paris and its ways , or he would know that a 
quatorzi^me is not an apartment fourteen stories high , but an 
individual who holds himself always in readiness at the 
dining-hours of bis neighbourbood , to make the fourteenth 
at any table, where, by accident, the unlucky number of 
thirteen should be assembled; — a party which every well- 
informed person would otherwise scruple to sit down with. 
This , sir , is a quatorzi^me ; and here is a gentleman desirous 
of disposing of his interest in such an enviable property." 

To my question as to what were the necessary qualifica- 
tions , they both answered in a kind of duet , by volubly re- 
capitolating that nothing was needed but a suit of black and 
clean gloves; iinobtrusive demeanour, and a moderate ap- 
petite, being the certain recommendations to a high pro- 
fessional success. I saw the chief requirement well — to eat 
little and to talk less — to come in with the soup and go out 
with the salad — never to partake of an entrie^ nor drink save 
the "ordinaire:" these were the duties; the reward was ten 
firancs. "Itused to bea Napoleon, Monsieur," said the old 
man, wiping his eyes. "In the time of Charles the Tenth it 
was always a Napoleon, but these *canailles' now-a-days 
have no reverence for anything; I have known even the 
ministry dine thirteen on a Friday; — to be sure the king 
was fired at two days afterwards for it — but nothing can 
teach them." 

The old gentleman grew most communicative on the sub- 
ject of bis "walk," which he was only abandoning in con- 
seqnence of the rheumatism , and the difäculty of ascending 
to dinner-parties on a high elevation. He depicted with en- 
thusiasm Ihe enjoyments of a prof essvoTL VJaaXi ÖÄ\EÄS^^^^^ ^a 
be obeerred, so Utile previous study , n««ä xeoxö^^^^^'o^ ^^ 
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added melancholy to my wearied spirit. It was such a night 
that none would have ventured out, who could have claimed 
the humblest roof to shelter him. The streets were perfectiy 
deserted, and early as it was the shops were already closed 
for the night. The very lamps that swung to and £ro with 
the wind, looked hazy and dim , amidthesweepingraiii, and 
the chains clanked with the dreary cadence of a gibbet. 

I knew it was needless to go through the ceremony of 
dressiug on such a night. "Better face all the imaginary 
terrors of a thirteen party than brave the real danger of a 
storm like this , " so I reasoned ; and , in all the freedom of my 
tattered dressing-gown , I paced my room in a frame of mind 
very little above despair. " And this is Paris ," cried I ; " this 
the city , where in some hundred gUded saloons — at this very 
moment — are met men , brilliant in all the gifts of genius, 
and women more beautiful and more fascinating than the 
houris of Paradise. Wit and polished raillery — bright 
glances and soft smiles , are now mingling amid the glitter 
of stars, and crosses, and diamonds; while some thousands, 
like me, are actually famishing with hunger — too poor, 
even , to have a fire to thaw the icicles of despair that are 
gathering around the heart ! 

Had it not been better for me , if I had lived on in the same 
humble condition to which I was bom, than have tasted of the 
fascinations of riches, to love and pine after them for ever! 
No ! this I could not agree to. There were some moments of 
my glorious prosperity that well repaid me for all I had, er all 
1 could suffer for them : and to whatever depth of evil dedtiny 
I might yet be reserved, I should carry with me the deHcious 
raemory of my once happiness. Con Cregan — the light- 
hearted — was himself again! Con — the vagrant — the pas- 
sionate lover of whatever life offered of pleasure , of beauty, 
and of splendour — who only necded a good cash account 
with Coutts to make his existence a " fairy tale." I forgöf for 
a moment that I lived in a mean Chamber, Tfith a broken 
Window, a ßreleas grate , a table IImA, nft^et t*«ä ^aced with 
a meal! a hed that resembled a "boacöi;' wA «. ^n^^ \s^ 
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sit upon which without smashing, required the dexterity of a 
juggler. 

A Sharp knocking at my door cut short these meditations, 
and a voice at the same time cried out my name. " Come in," 
said I, anthoritatively. I fancied it might be the landlord, 
and was not sorry to brave him — by the darkness. The door 
opened, and a figure, which even in the gloom I could per- 
ceive was that of a stranger, entered. * * Monsieur de Corneille 
liveshere?" said he. 

"I have the humble honour to be that individual," re- 
sponded I. 

"Have you got no light? I have smashed my shins across 
aconfoundedchair,'' said he, querulously. 

" You*re all safe now," said I; "keep round by the wall, 
but take care of the rat-trap near the corner." 

"Let's have a light, mon eher," said the other, half 
coaxingly. 

"I never have a light," said I; "I detest glare — hate 
snuffing a candle , and can't endure the thought of patronizing 
Bussia and her tallow." 

" Conldn't we have a bit of fire, then?" asked he. 

"Fire before Christmas l" exclaimed I; "are we in To- 
bolsk? What Sybarite talks of fire in Paris at this season? " 

" I really am ambitious of seeing you , Monsieur," said the 
other; "can we not compass this objeet without any violence 
to your feelings ? " 

"Have you a eigar-case?" said I. 

" Yes." 

*'Well, strike a Hght; and here*s a letter which you may 
set fire to : you can thus make an inspection of me by * inch of 
paper.' *' 

He laughed pleasantly at the conceit, and lighted the 
letter, by the aid of which 5 as he lielditÄJoc>N^\Äa»\ÄSÄ.^>Äfc 
tooJc a rapid snrvey of the Chamber MidiXa ccjiääjo^a ^ tk^'ä?^ 
öein^ tbe cbiefmoveahle it boasted. 
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Bented me with a purse, whose pleasaiit weight descended iiito 
my palm with a Sensation indescribably soft and soothing. 

All this time wc were rattling along towaf ds BeUerille at 
a rapid pace ; and although the rain swept past in torrents, 
the lightning flashed , and the wind tore the streng trees from 
their roots , and strewed the ground with their gigantic limbs, 
I sat in a reverie of sweet and delightfiil faucies — the ooly 
alloy to my ecstasy being a passing fear that at each moment 
shot through me — Can this be real — am I awake? er has 
long f astin g so weakened my faculties that this is but a dela- 
sion ; and instead of hastening to a dinner-party with a royai 
guest, I am speeding onwards to a prison, or, mayhap, a 
madhouse. These faucies , at first but fitfiil and at intervals, 
became at Icugth , so distressing , that [ was on the very point 
of communicatiug them to my companion , and asking for his 
counselaud comfort, when we drove into a small avenae, and 
then almost immediately drew up in front of aporch, where 
amid a blaze of light stood three or four servants in gandy 
liveries , awaiting our arrival. 

" Well, Paul ! *' cried a young, fashionable-looking fellow, 
with a very imposing black beard — ** What success?" 

" IVe won — here he is 1 " cried my companion« " Elave I 
much time to spare?" 

'^ Something less than two minutes ," said the other , as he 
coolly surveyed me through his glass. "Presentme, PauL** 

" Mons. Alphouse de Langeron — Mons. de ComeUle.*' 

" The author of the * Faucies by Star Light/ said I, bowing 
with a most respectful devotion. 

^'Guilty, sir! and of fifty other indiscretions — to the fall 
asgreat," said he, laughing. 

^'Ah, sir, I know it by heart; that stanza on the ' Waied 
Letty,* haunts me like a dream." 

'^ Sharp fellow, our friend the ^ Quatorzi^me! * *' whispered 
Alphonse to Paul, as we walked along towards the drawing- 
room. 

Howlshould like to dwelluponthe detail« of that dinnor, 
tbe most del/ghtful entert ammewt oi tkj ^\tf\^\&^\\XiTisfidtti 
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not the sudden transition from the dark and dreary Chamber I 
inhabited to the gilded saloon, all in a blaze with wax-lights, 
to make me feel it such. The "service was splendid — the 
cookery perfection — the wines the rarest of every vi»tage — 
the apartment itself had all the chastened grandeur of a 
medi^yal Chamber, with the gorgeous splendour contributed 
by a magnificent beaufet of silver; — and the guests! what 
beauty and fascination of female loveliness — what charm of 
wit and agreeability among the men ! The great damper upon 
my enjoyment was my actual doubt of the reality of the whole 
scene. . It was not , alone , that all the splendour appeared so 
wonderful — that the glitter of gold, and the beauty of porce- 
lain dazzled the eye; but the very names of the illustrious 
guests themselves , suggested incredulity. What wonder if I 
coidd not credit my senses , as I heard the ßiat names in all 
the genius of France , on every side of me. Here the great 
historian, and philosopher, and statesman; there, the de- 
lightftil lyric poet ; yonder, the first novelist ofEurope; and 
next to him the distinguished painter, whose great battle- 
piece was in commemoration of the young Prince beside him, 
a hero of " two-and-twenty." 

Nothing could be more easy or familiär than the tone of 
conversation — that happy pleasantry, that tickles but never 
wounds, so unlike the English propensity for "quizzing" — 
that vulgär version of Gallic "badinage;" and then how 
eloquent, without pedantry — how sparkling and how 
suggestive! Ah, my kind reader, I see the rippling smile 
over the broad Atlantic of your countenance. You have 
gnessed all the secret of my enthusiasm , and you know the 
mystery of my admiration. Be it so : I am ready to confess 
all. It was my own success that made the chief enchantmeut 
of the scene. I was the lion of the evening. Not a theme on 
which I did not hold forth, not a subjectidid notdiscuss — 
politics, bull-fighting , cookery, dress, literature, duelling, 
the ballet, horse-racing , play, scandal, naval tactics, 
colonization , cotton-spinning , muaie, ta,\\xc»^^'a. ^ ^xA *C^'^ 
"diT'-rofc" I was profound, playM, Ä«nö\3Ä^ \<5>q,q^^^ ^ssr 
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structive and amusing by tums. Madmlle. de la Bonrdonaye, 
the first actress of the " Fran^ais ,** was charmed with my 
dramatic criticism; the poet — enthusiastie at my recital of a 
stanza of his own; the general pronounced me tiie verybest 
judge of oavalry evolutions he had ever met; the great painter 
begged the favour of a visit from me at his studio ; and the 
Prince's aid-de-camp — himself a distinguished soldier, told 
me , in a whisper, to hold myself disengaged for the following 
Wednesday. 

These were, after all, but the precursors of greater 
triumphs in the drawing-room , where I played and sung 
several Mexican ballads ; danced the Bolero with Madmlle. 
Rose Jasmin, of the Grand Opera; and lassoed a Mount 
Saint Bernard mastiff with the bell-rope. After this beat the 
statesman at chess ; rolled up Indian eigarettes for the ladies, 
whom I taught to sit squaw fashion ; told various anecdotes of 
my Prairie adventures; and wound up all, by coneocting a 
bowl of "ponch k TAmericaine," at onee the astonishment 
and the delight of all. I must not suffer myself to dwell longer 
on this theme, nor speak ofthat supper, with its Champagne 
and calembourgs, its lyincs and its lobster salads, with 
ortolans, epigrams, seductive smiles-, and maraschino jelly. 
Enough. — The orgies — for it was no less — lasted tili nigh 
moming, and when we arose from table a pale streak of 
Coming day was struggling between the margins of the 
curtains. 

" His Royal Highness will set you down , Mona, de Cor- 
neille," Said the aid-de-camp, advancing to me. 

Blushing with pleasure and shame together, I accepted 
what could not be declined , and proceeded to take leave of 
my kind host and his fiiends. Cordial greetings , and flatter- 
ing wishes soonto meet again met me on every side, and I 
retired actually overwhelmed with civil attentions. 

" Do we pass byyour quarter, Monsieur?" said his Royal 
Highness , as I took my seat in the carriage. 

/ would have given all my worldly wealth , and ezpectar 
tj0223 to bootj to be able to say l\i«A.l^N^öi\TL\>CÄ^\3M5Ä^^sste' 
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dorne or the Rue Royale; but there was no help for it; the 
murder would out one day, since my host knew my address; 
and with an easy, unabashed air, I said that Ilodgedinthe 
Rue de la Forge , near the Mount St. Pamasse. 

The Prince bowed , and took no notice of the announce- 
ment; but I thought that I could read a very peculiar twinkle 
in the eye of the aid-de-camp. I might have easily been mis- 
taken, however, for I feit myself on my trial, and thought 
everything an accusation. How gratuitously I tortured my- 
self, subsequent knowledge of lifo has repeatedly convinced 
me; for whiieto someupstart rieh man, the acknowledgment 
of my humble abode would have been a shock sufficient to 
sever us for ever, to the Prince the matter had no other signi- 
ficance than that it suited my means , with which , whether 
ample or the reverse, he had no right to meddle. Indeed, I 
was not sorry to remain in doubt upon the fact , since , in the 
difficult negotiation between the aid-de-camp and the coach- 
man , who had never so much as heard of my unhappy street, 
his Royal Highness never ovinced any surprise whatever, but 
sat patiently to the end of the discussion, without vouchsafing 
even a word upon the subject. 

" This must be the house , number 21,748 ," said the chas- 
seur, at length; and we drew up at the well-known door, 
where the old porter sat reading on one side , while his wife 
was peeling carrots at the other. 

It was the first moment of confusion I suffered , since I had 
left the same spot: but my cheek was in aflame, asthelac- 
quey let down the steps , and offered me his arm to descend. 
The lowly veneration of the old porter, as he stared at the 
royal liveries and theemblazonedpanelsof thecarriage, was 
but a sorry compensation for the mock servility of the chas- 
seur, whose eyes seemed to look through into my very heart, 
so that I actually did not hear the parting words of the 
Prince , as the equipage drove away. 

Gurions anomaly ! the half- insolent glanceaof tlÄft.\aÄ.^s5^^^ 
ßank deeper into my spirit tban t\ifc i^^AX^fva^ ^\sää. ^"i *^^ 
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Prince*s adieu. How mucli more alive is our nature to the 
pang of scorn than to the balm of kindness. These were xny 
reflections as I entered mj humble Chamber, every portion of 
which seemed doubly miserable to me m)w. "Is it possible," 
thought I , " that I have endured this hitherto? have I really 
sat in that crazy old chair, and stretched my limbs upon that 
wretched pallet? Can it be real? or which is the delusion — 
my recent splendour or my present squalor?" Although up 
all night, I was far too much excited for sleep, even could 
I have persuadcd myself to seek it on so humble a couch. 
I therefore set myself to think over the future , and wonder 
whether the brilliant scene in which I had so lately mixed, 
would remain in its isolated brightness amid the desolation of 
my life , or be the guide-star to future greatness and distinc- 
tion. My late success emboldened me to think that Fortune 
had not yet deserted me. "Who knows," thought I, "but 
the Spaniards may behave handsomely yet, and make restitu- 
tion of my property ; or what if the Mexican banker should be 
a true man, and acknowledge my claim upon him?" "If I 
could but enlist the Prince in my cause," thought I again, 
"how certain should I be of the issue! French influence 
always was powerful in Spain. Napoleon used to say, * There 
were no Pyrenees ; * I should be content if there were only a 
good road over them to convey the dispatches that might 
assert my just right." 

A quick step upon the stairs at that instant caught my ear ; 
few ever ascended so high up as my story, so I listened , and 
almost at once my door was thrown open , and my host of the 
preceding evening rushed into the room. Having shaken 
hands with me cordially, he said, "Corneille, mon ami! 
I have made another wager about you; and although the sum 
is a trifling one, I am curious to ascertain if I am the winner. 
Jules de Montserrat, and Emile de Gency, and myself, had a 
dispute last night about your nationality , which ended in a 
bet. I am bound in honour not to teil you what our several 
qpimoüB anä guesses were*, but stül «i.t liberty to aak you, 
what 18 your UHÜve country?'' 
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"I am an Irishman , and derive my name from the ancient 
family of Cregan. Cornelius is but my Christian name , which 
I assumed to cover the disgrace of my altered fortune." 

"As to our wager, then, we were all in error, — none of 
US guessed Ireland. As to your being a man of birth and 
Station, I need scarcely say, we were all agreed." 

" Would it were otherwise ,** said I , with a deep si^h ; " a 
Immble position might be endured well enough , if unalloyed 
by the regrets of a condition forfeited for ever. If you 
are curious to hear a very unhappy story, I am willing to 
relateit" 

"You couldn*t do me a greater favour ," said he, seating 
himself like one eager to listen. 

"First, then, we'U have some breakfast," said I; "and 
then, with a good fire and no fear of Interruption, — for I have 
not one aequaintance in Paris, — you shall hear my history 
from beginning to end." 

Chocolate and cutlets, Champagne and devilled kidneys, 
brioches, sardiues, and coffee, made their appearance as 
rapidly as though such delicacies were in the habit of daily 
niounting these steep stairs; and a cheerfiil blaze glowed 
once more in a grate where the oldcst iuhabitant had never 
beheld a fire. 

These preparations being made , we began our meal , aud 
I opened my narrative. The reader must not feel offended 
with me , if I ventured to draw upon my imagination for the 
earlier facts of my history, Nature had not been generous to 
me in the article of a father; what great härm if I invented 
one for myself ? Fortune had placed my birth beneath the 
thatched roof of an Irish cabin ; was it not generous of me 
to call it the ancient baronial seat of the Cregans? She 
started me poor and in rags; I was above repining, and called 
myself rieh and well nurtured ;^but why weary my reader with 
such a recital. If it was necessary to raise the foundation on 
fiction; the after events of my career I was satisfied to state 
pretty nearly as thej happened, meYe-Vy ^\t^\\a^t\L^T:ea&Q\xa 
for myjoumey to the New "WoiVd, ^\a'^\^'3»^^^^^'^'^^^ss?i 
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search after a great inheritance belonging to my family, wh< 
were originally from Andalusia , and grandees of Spain. 

"And this of course you failed in," said my friend-, wh< 
rather feit this portion of my story less interestiug thai 
certain other and more stirring passages. 

" On the contrary,*' saidl, " I succeeded perfectly. Inoi 
only discovered the banker in whose hands my family wealtt 
was deposited , but established my claim most satisfactorily. 
and received a very large sum in gold, with bills to a higl 
amount on various mecantile houses, besides leaving in bis 
bands an important balauce , for wbich I had no immediate 
necessity.*' After a slight sketch of my Mexican progress — 
very little embellished or exaggerated — I narrated my 
voyage to Europe and my capture at Malaga exactly as tbey 
occurred, circumstantially recording every detail of name and 
date I could remember down to the very moment of my 
reaching Paris. 

" One question more, my dear friend," said M. Paul, aftei 
some fifty very searching interrogatories as closely argued as 
the cross-examination of a counsel at law. "One questior 
more, and I have done; I know you'U not be offended at the 
liberty I am about to take — nay^ I feel you'U be even grati- 
fied with my candour. Teil me, fraukly, as between mai 
and man, is there one word of truth in all this, or is it noi 
downright moonshine — sheer invention , from beginning tc 
end?" 

I started to my le'gs , my face crimson with anger, but ai 
suddenly recovering myself , said, "You were right, sir, tc 
bespeak a degree of command over my feelings before yoi 
yentured upon this freedom, which if I cannot altogethei 
pardon , yet I will not resent." 

" So it is true, then," said he, with a degree of melanchol^ 
in bis voice I could not fathom. 

" Of course it is ," rejoincd I. 

"Sorry to hear it; deeply, sincerely sorry, thafs aD/ 
repUed be m the self-same in«imeT\ — ''''\ ^^tbosA. ^t:^^«^^ v 
joa oae-halfoirnj disappointmeut«^ 
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"SoTTOw! disappointmenti'* exclaimed I. "May I ask 
what possible interest you could have in supposiug me tobe an 
impostor and a cheat.*' 

^^Hard names these/' said he, laughing; ^'but Iwill ex- 
pladn myself: if the Btory that you have just told me were 
fiction, I coidd give you three hundred francs a day to write 
feuilletons for the Dihats, If one-half of it were even inven- 
! tion, you*d be worth two hundred on the Siede or the Presse; 
say you stole the material , and you'd still do admirably for 
^tMode. 

"Are you — so conversant with a hundred thousand things 

— ignorant that the grand principle of division of labour has 

extended itself from the common arts of mauufacture , to the 

Operations of genius ; and that , now-a-days , no man would 

think of composing an entire work himself , any more than he 

would of tuming mason, carpenter, slater, locksmith, and 

glazier, were he about to build a house. On the contrary, 

haying fixed upon the site , and determined the proportions of 

liis future edifice , he !surrounds himself with competent and 

skilful hands in all the several walks of constructiveness ; 

reserving to himself that supervision and direction, which 

could not be practicable were he engaged in actual labour ; 

thus is he a master-builder in fiction, — selecting bis artiücers 

— storing bis materials — apportioning the quantity — 

keenly watching the variations in public taste — and pro- 

ducing at last a mass and variety that no one brain — however 

fertile and assiduous — could be capable of. This," said he, 

drawing himself up proudly, ** this is my walk. By the aid of 

this discovery — for it is mine, and mine ouly — I am enabled 

to draw tears in the Dibats and convulse with laughter in the 

Constüutionnel ; and while writing of the ton-id zone in one 

Journal, 1 have an Icelander as my hero in another. Men 

Stare at the ränge of my knowledge of life under aspects so 

various and discordant; and well may they wonder , were I to 

draw upon my own unassisted faculties. But it is men like 

jroa, Cregan, I want: shrewd, sViaTi^, x^^öc^-^RS^Xfti^ ^^^\ 

quj'ck to remark, and quicker to repoxt. ^\ka.\. ^^ ^^^i.^'^^53ö.^ 
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will you join my corps in tbe fiction-foundry over which 1 
preside?" 

" Were I but capable — " 

" You are eminently so. We need no literary ability — no 
craft of autborship — no more tban tbe cbild wbo picks the 
wool in tbe factory is called on to direct tbe loom that weares 
it into clotb. Let me fiuish tbe article; TU give it tbe gloss 
for sale ! Wbat say you? üyo tbousand franks a-year — free 
admission to every tbeatre in Paris, and a dinner at *La Treu 
aux Bois' — wbere you dined yesterday — every Sunday?" 

"Abargain," criedl, in ecstasy. 

" Concluded by botb parties , wbo tbus acknowledge tbeir 
band and seal," cried be, tossing off a glass of cbampagne, 
and tben rising from tbe table be prepared to take bis leave. 
"I conclude," said be, tbat you'U not continue your residence 
bere mucb longer. Seek out some quarter less near to beaven, 
and more accessible to poor buman nature." 

I promised to foUow tbe advice, and we separated. He to 
repair to bis baunts — tbe caf^s, tbe editorial snuggeries, and 
other gossip sbops of Paris ; and I to seek out a more con- 
genial abode, and one more befitting tbe favourable tum 
wbicb Fate bad now imparted to my fortune. 

Tbe aftemoon oftbat same day saw me installed in a plea- 
sant little apartment overlooking tbe garden of tbe Luxem- 
bourg, and wbere, from a little terrace, I could inbale tbe 
odour of tbe orange blossoms , and see tbe cbildren at play 
amid tbe plasbing of fountains and tbe waving of tbe tall 
grass. It was, as I discovered, tbe quarter of tbe wbole 
artiste class, — poets, painters, actors, sculptors, feuille- 
tonists, and caricaturists; nor was it difläcult to ascertain tbe 
faet, as a certain extravagance of beard, various modifi- 
cations of bat, and peculiarly-cut coats and trousers, pre- 
sented tbemselves at every moment. Kesolvingto don "tbe 
livery of my race," I made my appearance in a suit of coffee- 
brown^ bat and russet boots to match ; as for beard , a life of 
m^Iusion for several weeks liaOL 013X7 \^^\. töä i\jä t-öak of 
™*"!ici&znei2^; and thebarber, ^\ioae ä^tvi^^ä Vyonq>bä^^\«ä. 
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but to ask my career to impress me with that artiste stamp, 
that makes every fuU-faced man a mock "Holbein," and 
every thin one a bad Vandyke. 

"The novelists wear it straightacross, and Square below 
the chin , sir ," said he. " This is a plate of Monsieur Eugene 
Su%; but there is a certain dash of energy about Monsieur's 
eyes — a kind of * beaut^ insolente, ' if I may be pardoned the 
phrase, that would Warrant the beard to be pointed, May I 
venture to trim Monsieur as Salvator Rosa?" 

"Use your own discretion, Monsieur Palmyre," said I; 
"the responsibility is great, and I will not clog it by even a 
Suggestion." 

To say that I could not have known myself on arising from 
his hands is no exaggeration , so perfectly changed had my 
features become in thcir expression. As a disguise, it was 
perfect ; and this alone was no small recommendation. 

AsJ walked the alleys of the Luxembourg, where at every 
instant men travestied iike myself, came and went , I could 
not help recalling the classical assertion, that "no two augurs 
could meet face to face without laughing," and I wondered 
excessively how we artistes surveyed each other, and pre- 
served even a decent gravity. 

My career as a litt^rateur began the next day, and I 
received a short editorial summons from the office of La 
Tempete to fumish a feuilleton of a hundred and twenty-four 
lines*, the postscript adding, that as Admiral Du Guesclin 
had just arrived from Macao, some "esquisses des moeurs 
Chinoises" would be well timed. Of China I only knew what 
a lacquered tea-tray and the willow pattern could teach me ; 
but I set to work at once , aud by assuming my sketches to be 
personal adventures and experiences, made up a most im- 
posing account of Chinese domesticity. 

The article had an immense success : the air of veracity 
was perfect; and the very officers of the fleet were so deluded 
by the imposition, as to believe tbey ixi\]L<ä\. \än^ ix^^o^'SQÄiJi 
metme at tbang-kee-shing or Foiig-Y(oii^-\oo . 
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Thus was I launched into a career, of all othcrs the most 
amusing, the most exciting, and I must also add, the most 
dissipated. Livmg apart from all mankind in a litüe cirde of 
our own , where we only recognised the world as we ourselves 
werepleased to paint it, our whole lives were one longscoff 
and sneer at everybody and everything. Friendship meant 
the habit of meeting at dinner; the highest nobility of soul 
was his who paid the reckoning. 

If there was little actual happiness among ns, there was 
certainly no care nor any touch of sorrow. A great pictuie 
condemned, a poem cut to pieces, a play hissed oflF, only 
suggested a "souper de consolation," when the unlucky 
author would be the first to cut jokes upon his own failure, 
and ridicule the offspring of his own brains. Who could lock 
for sympathy where men had no feeling for themselves I Even 
thieves, the proverb teils us, observe "honour" with each 
other; but we were worse than thieves, since we actually 
lived and grew fat upon each other's mishaps. If one exhibited 
a statue at theLouvre, another was sure to caricature itfor 
the Passage de l'Opera. If one brought out a grand drama 
at the Fran9ais, a burlesque was certain to foUow it at the 
Palais Royal. Every little trait that near intercourse and 
familiarity discloses , every weakness that is laid bare in the 
freedom of friendly association , were made venal , and worth 
so much a line for Le Voleur or U Espion. 

As to any sulking, or dreaming of resenting these in- 
fractions, he might as well try to repress the free-and-easy 
habits of a midshipman's berth. They were the "masonry 
of the craft," which each tacitly subscribed to when he 
entered it. 

All intercourse was completely gladiatorial, not for dis- 
play, but for defence. Everlasting badinage on every sub- 
ject and on everybody was the order of each day; and as 
Buccess was to the füll as much quizzed as failure, any ex- 
blbition of vanity or self-gratulation met a heavy retribution. 
Woe unto him whose romance ^eii\. ^iSoiou^ >ÖMt«i^ ^^^\ötä\sx 
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afbriniglit) or whom the audience called for at the conclusion 
ofbisdramal 

As for the fairer portion of our guild , being for the most 
part ostracised in general society, they bore a grudge against 
their sex , and affected a thousand airs of mannishness. Some 
always dressed in male attire; many sported little moustaches 
and chin-tnffcs, rode man-fashion in the Bois de Bonjogne, 
fought duels, and all smoked. Like other converts, they 
went farther in their faith than the old believers , and talked 
Communism, Socialism , and Saint Simonianism, with a free- 
dom that rose high above all the little prejudices ordinary lifo 
fosters. 

If great crimes, such as shock the world by their enormity, 
were quite unknown among us, all the vices, practicable 
within the Law and the Code Napoleon, were widely populär, 
and the worst of it all was , none seemed to have the remotest 
conception that he was not the beau ideal of morality. The 
simple fact was , we assumed a very low Standard ofrightj and 
chose to walk even under that 

With Paris , and all its varied forms of life , I soon became 
perfectly familiär; not merely that city which occupies the 
Faubourg St. Honor^, or St. Germain — not the Paris of the 
Boulevards or the Palais Royal only; but with Quartier 
St. Denis, the Batignolles, the Citd, and the Pays Latin. 
I knew every dialect, from the slang of fashion to the con- 
ventional language of its lowest populace. I heard every 
rumour, from the cabinet of the Minister, down to the latest 
gossip of the " Coulisses;" what the world said and thought, 
in each of its varying and dissimilar sections ; how each poli- 
tical move was judged ; what was the public feeling for this or 
that measure; how the "many-headed" were satisfied or 
dissatisfied, whether with the measures of the ministry, or 
the legs of the new danseuse ; and thus I became the very 
perfection of a feuilletoniste. There is but one secret in this 
species of literature — the ever watchfal Observation of the 
pnhlic — smd wben it is considered t\iat XJkä \^ ^^«r^^ss. 
public, tbe task is not quite so easy as sotxv^ -^cyoNÖL ^^jsccoi^ 

The Cottfessioas of Con Cregwu IL ^ 
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This watchfolness, and a certain hardihood that never shrinks 
from any theme , however eacred to the conventional resenes 
of the general world , are all the requisites. 

I have said it was a most amusing life; and if etemal ex- 
citement — if the onward nish of new emotions, the never- 
ceasing flow of stimulating thoughts , could have sufficed for 
happmess, I might have been , and oughtto have been, con- 
tented. Still the whole was unreal. Not alone was the world 
we had made for ourselves unreal , but all our jndgments, all 
owx speculations, our hopes, fears, anticipations , our yer7 
likings and dislikings ! our antipathies were mock; and what 
we denounced with all the pretended seriousness of heartfelt 
conviction in one Journal , we not unfrequently pronounced to 
be a heaven-sent blessing in another. Bravos of the pen — 
we had no other principle than our pay, and were utterly in- 
diflterent at whom we Struck, even though the blow should 
prove fatal. That we should become sceptical on every sub- 
jeet; that we should cease to bestow credence on anything; 
believing that all around was false , hypocritical , and unreal 
as ourselves, was natural enough; but this frame of mind 
bears its own weighty retribution, and not even the miserable 
victim of superstitious fear, dreads solitude like him whose 
mind demands the constant stimulant of intercourse, the 
torrent of new ideas , that whirls him along, unreflecting and 
unthinking. 

It will be easily seen that all my narrative of myself met 
but little faith in such Company. They unhesitatingly rejected 
the whole story of my wealth; and my future restoraüon to 
rank and riches used to be employed as a kind of synonym for 
the Greek calends. The worst of all this was , their disbelief 
infected even me, and I gradually began to look upon myself 
as an impostor. My hope — the guide-star that cheered me 
in many a dark and gloomy period — began to wane, and I 
feit that ere long all those aspirations which had spirited me 
on in life would lie cold and dead within me, and that my 
honzoB would eztend no further than where each daily sun 
eunk to rest To show any diacoxi\feii\. ^Vöq. \ss^ ^^JJiL\ \ä 



THE CONFBSSIONS OP CON CREGÄN, 227 

evince, in the slightest degree, any misgivings 1;liat we of 
"La petite Presse" did notgive laws totaste, morals, juris- 
prudence, and legislation, would have been high treason« 
To imply a doubt that we held in our hands, not alone the 
destinies of Paris, but of Europe — of all civilization — would 
have been a rank and outrageous heresy. Like the priest, the 
Journalist can never unfrock himself. The mark of the ink, 
more tenacious than the blood on Lady Macbeth's fingers, 
will "never out." What, then, couldido? for, weariedof 
my calling, I yeamed for a little truth, — for a new glimpse of 
reality, however short and fleeting. 

Füll of these thoughts, I repaired one moming to the 
Trou-aux-Bois , where fortunately I found my friend Paul 
alone; at least, except three secretaries, to whom he was 
dictating by tums, he had no one with him! "Wait tili I 
have finished this * Attack of Wolves on a Caravan ,' " said he, 
"and the *Death of Jules de Tavanne by Poison,' and Fm 
your man; meanwhile step into my study -^ there are masses 
of newspapers and letters , which you can read freely." 

He did not detain me long; apparently the wolves were 
weak, and soon beaten off, and the poison was strong, 
and soon did its work ; for he joined me in less than half an 
hour. 

My explanation was listened to patiently, and what sur- 
prised me more, without astouishment. He saw nothing 
exaggerated or high-flown in the difficulties I started; and 
even went the length of confessing, that many of my objec- 
tions had occurred to his own mind. "But then," said he, 
"what is to be done. If you tum soldier, are you always 
certain that you will coneur in the justice of the cause for 
which you fight? Become a lawyer , and is not half your life 
passed in arraigning the right, and defending the wrong? 
Trymedicine; and where willbe your *practice' if you only 
prescribe for the really afflicted, and do not indulge the 
caprices, and foster the complainings of the * malade imagi- 
naire?' As an apothecary, you would vend poisons: as an 
architect, 70U would devise gaoVa «^ÄÖL^elö^ÄTi^aaxÄÄ\ ^ssÄw^öjc^ 
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to the end of the chapter. Optimism is just as impracticable 
as it is dangerons. Accept the world as you find it, not 
becanse it is the best, but because it is the only poliey ; and, 
above all, be slow in changing a career where youhavemet 
with success. The best proof that it suits you is , that the 
public think so." 

Being determined on my course , I now affected a desire to 
see life in some other form , and observe mankind under some 
other aspect. To this he assented freely; and after a few 
moments* discussion, suddenly bethought him of a letter he 
had received that very moming. "You remember the Duo 
de St. Cloud , whom you met at dinner the first day you spent 
here?" 

"Perfectly." 

"Well, he was, as you are aware, ordered off to Africa, to 
take a high military command a few days affcer, andhasnot 
since returned to France. This day I have received a letter 
from him, asking me to recommend some one among my 
literary acquaintances to ^U the oflSce of his private secretary. 
You are exactly the man for the appointment. The duties are 
light, the pay liberal, the position agreeable in every way; 
and in fact , for one who desires to see something of the world, 
which the Boulevard du Gent and the Caf^ de Paris cannot 
show him , the opportunity is first-rate." 

The proposal overjoyed me ! had I been called on to invent 
a post for myself , this was exactly the thing I should have 
fancied. A campaign against the Arabs — the novelty of 
country , people , and events — a life of adventure , with a 
prince for my companion — these were the very crowning 
desires of my ambition. 

"TU write about it this very day: there will be amailfor 
Algiers made up this evening, and not a moment shall be lost 
in making the application." 

I could not express one half my gratitude for this oppor- 
tune kindness; and when.I again tumed my steps toward 
Paris, my heart had regained the buoyant elasticity which 
badso often lifted me above aU tUe \io\3ib\^^^^^^9» q?1\ää. 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

9 

"Mol et mon Prinoe." 

— Jules Janin. 

In lese [than a fortnight after the interview I have just re- 
corded, I received a letter from De Minerale, inclosing an- 
other addressed to himself , and whose royal seal at once 
proclaimed the writer. De Minörale's was onlj a few lines, 
thus: 

" Dear C. — I forward you the * Duke*s ' reply to my note, 
by which you will see that we have been in time, and fortunate 
enough to secure your appointment. Lose not a moment in 
fulfilÜng the Instructions contained in it, and dine with me 
to-day at the ' Fr^res,' at seven. 

"Yours, P.deM." 

The Duke's epistle, almost equally brief, was to the effect: 

'* Head Quarters, Oran. 
" My dear De Minerale, — Of course I remember perfectly 
our friend the ' Quatorzi^me / whose lucubrations in the 
Journals I have since been much amused with. In some re- 
Bpects he would suit me well, being a fellow of high animal 
spirits — great readiness — and, if I mistake not, well fitted 
for the rough usage of a campaign. But, it strikes me, that 
if his Position be such as you represent it, the exchange would 
be anything but profitable. This is a land of few pleasures 
and no luxuries. Teil him that we never see truffles — that 
Champagne is only a tradition; and, except Moorish damsels, 
who never show us more of their faces than a pair of ^^^^ — 
darÜDg ßre and anger — we Yiavö üo \i^%K>^aÄ»» "^^^ '^> 
deBpite &U these drawbacks, lie\>e eitiM V\ö:m^\ö \ots5^\.^c^^ 
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fortune, and trust to ^a razzia* for the rest, let him call 
on Count du Vergnoble, at the ^Minist^re de la Guerre,' 
where he will find eyerything in readiness for his appoint- 
ment 

**• Should he desire it, he cau also receive his commission in 
mj own regiment, the 13th Chasseurs-k-cheval; and as he 
will not be called on for duty, he might as well accept an 
appointment that will at least give him forage for his hoxses 
and some other advantages. 

^^ Send me all the new things that are out, and teil me what 
70U and Alphonse are doing. ^ Mes amiti^s ' to our fair friend 
in the Hue Ponchaule, and the like — indiscriminatelj — to 
all the others. 

" Yours aflfectionately, 

H. de St. C. 

"You call him <Le Comte de Creganne,* and so I have 
written it for the Minister — is this right? " 

I read and re-read the letter tili I knew every sentence of it 

:^ by heart ; and then, dressing myself with a degree of care the 

'* importance of the occasion sug^ptsted,! drove off for the Minis- 

ter*s Office. It was not the hour of his usual reception; bat 

on sending in my name, which I did as Le Comte deCreganne, 

I was at once admitted. 

His Excellency was all smiles and affability, praised his 
Koyal Highness's selection of a name so greatly honoured in 
literature, and paid me many flattering compliments on my 
writings, which, by the way, he confounded with those of 
half-a-dozen others; and then, after a varietyof civil Speeches, 
gently diverged into a modest inquiry as to my nativecountry, 
rank, and fortune. "We live in days, mon eher Comte,** 
said he, laughing, ^' in which high capacity and talent happily 
take precedence of mere lineage ; but still an illustrious per- 
Bona^^e has always insisted upon the necessity of those imme- 
diately about the person of tlie pTm<^^&\)%m^ Otixic^V^l^ families. 
^azn qmte aware that you can tuVfiXev^rj «tQT^^Vcisy&.^l'd&a 
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kind, and only desire such Information as may satisfy his 
Majesty.", 

I replied by relating the captureof my property at Malaga, 
which, among other things, contained all the title-deeds of 
my estates, and the patent of my nobility. "These alone," 
Said I, producing the banker's letters addressed to me as 
Cond^ de Oregano, "are all that remain to me now to remind 
me of my former standing; and although, as bom a British 
subject, I might at once apply to my minister to substantiate 
my Claims, the unhappy events of Lreland which enlisted my 
family in the ranks of her patriots, have made us exiles — 
proscribed exiles for ever." 

This explanation went further than my previous one. The 
old French antipathy to England found sympathy for Irish 
rebellion at once; and after a very brief discussion, my ap- 
pointment was filled up, and I was named Private Secretary 
to the Duc de St. Cloud, and Lieutenant in the 13th Regiment 
of Chasseurs-k-cheval. 

A new career had now opened before me, and it was one of 
all others the most to my choice. The war in Africa had be- 
come by that time a kind of Crusade; it was the only field 
where Frenchmen could win fame and honour in arms, and 
the military fever of the nation was at its height. Into this 
enthusiasml threw myself ardently ; nor did it need the Stimu- 
lation derived from a new and most becoming uniform, tomake 
me fancy myself a very Bayard in chivalry. 

A truly busy week was spent by me in preparations for de- 
parture : as I had to be presented at a private audience of the 
Court , to wait upon variou^ high official personages, to re- 
ceive Instructions on many points, and lastly, to preside at a 
parting dinner , which I was to give to my Uterary brethren, 
before retiring from the guild for ever. 

Last dinners and leave-takings are generally sadaffairs; 
this of mine was, however, an exception. It was a perfect 
orgie of wild and enthusiastic gaiety. All the beauty which 
theatres and the "artiste" class generally could boast^ waa 
united with tbe brilüancy and conVrd^ ^iä€C^«ösä <5J^ *^Äk 
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cleverest men in Paria — the professional sayers of smart 
things — the ready-witted ones, whose epigrams were suf- 
ficient to smash a cabinet, or laugh down a new treaty; and 
all in high spirits, since what promoted me^ also left a vacancy 
in the corps, that gave many others a step in the ranks of 
letters. 

What Speeches were made in my honour — what toasts, 
prefaced by all the exaggeration of praise that would have 
been fulsome, saveforthelurkingdiablerieoffun, thatevery 
now and then burst forth in the midst of them! And then 
there were ödes, and sonnets, and songs, in which my futore 
achievements were pictured in a vein half-flattering, half- 
satirical — that peciüiar eau sucr^, with a squeeze of lemon, 
that only a Frenchman knows how to concoct! 

During one of my most triumphant moments, when two of 
the very prettiest actresses of the " Od^on" were placing a 
laurel crown upon my brow, a cabinet-messenger was an- 
nounced, and presented me with an order to repair at once to 
the Tuileries with my ofiicial letter of appointment, as his 
Majesty, by some accident, had forgotten to append to ithis 
Signatare. Apologizing to my worthy friends for a brief ab- 
sence, which they assured me should be devoted to expatiating 
on those virtues of my charact«r which my presenee inter- 
dicted them firom enlarging upon, I arose and left the room. 
It was necessary to arrange the disorder of my dress and 
appearance, and I made a hurried dressing, bathing my 
temples in cold water, and composing myself, so far as might 
be, into a condition fit to meet the eyes of royalty — two of 
my friends accompanying me the while, and lending their 
assistance to my toilet. They at length pronounced me per- 
fect, andidroveoff. 

Although already past midnight, the king, with several 
members of the royal family , were seated at tea — two of the 
ministers, a few general officers, and a foreign ambassador, 
being of the party. 

Into this circle, in which there was nothing to inspire awe, 
sare the actu&l rank of the iUustdox» ^etaQu-a.^^ ^«i&&^^^ 
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I was now introduced by the Minister of War. " Le Comte de 
Cregaxme, please your Majesty," saidhe, twice, eretheking 
heard him. 

"Ah! very true," said the king, tuming round, andwith 
asmile of mostcordial expression, adding, "My dear Count, 
it seems I had forgotten to sign your appointment — a mis- 
take that might have caused you some inconvenience and 
delay at Algiers. Pray let me amend this piece of forget- 
fulness.** 

I bowed respectfully, and deposited before him the great 
Square envelope, with the huge official seal annexed, that 
contained my nomination. 

" The Princess de Vemeuil will be happy to give you some 
tea, Count/' said the king, motioning me to sit down, and I 
obeyed, while my heart, beating violently at my side, almost 
overpowered me with emotion. Only to think of it! — the 
son of anirish peasant seated at the family tea-tableof a great 
sovereign, and the princess herseif, the daughter of a king, 
pouring out his tea ! 

If nothing short of the most eonsummate eflFrontery can 
maintain a cool,unaflFected indiflference in presence of royalty, 
there is another frame of mind indicative of ease and self- 
possession, perfectly compatible with a kingly presence ; and 
this is altogether dependent on the manner and tone of the 
sovereign himself. The king — I have heard it was his usual 
manner — was as free from any assumption of superiority as 
would be any private gentleman under his own roof ; his con- 
yersation was maintained in a tone of perfect familiarity with 
all around him, and even when diflFering in opinion with any 
one, there was a degree of almost deference in the way he in- 
sinuated his own views. 

On this occasion he directed nearly all his attention to my- 
self, and made Ireland the subject, asking a vast variety of 
questions, chiefly regarding the condition of the peasantry, 
their modesoflife, habits of thinking, education, and future 
prospects. I saw that my Statements "w^t^ ^W wän» \si\sOTi.^ 
ÜttAt he was not prepared for mue\i t\iaX.\ \ö\^\äsq.^ ^xä^^ä 
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Standing in the same place, eyidently unable to resolve the 
difficult problem of my veraciousness. 

And now I am approaching a chapter of my histoiy whose 
adventures and chances are alone a story in themselves. The 
varied fortunes of a campaign in a stränge land , with stränge 
enemies, new scenes and climate , of course were not without 
incidents to diversify and interest them ; and although I could 
probably select more passag es of curious adventure from this 
than from any other portion of my life , I am forced to pass by 
all in silence ; and for these reasous : first, the narrative would 
lead me to a greater length than I have any right to presume 
upon in this history, or to believe that my reader would be a 
willing party to; and, secondly, the recital would entail the 
acquaintance with a vast variety of characters, not one of 
whom ever again occurred to me in life , and of whom , when I 
quitted Africa, their very names never were heard by me 
more. And here I may be pardoned for saying , that 1 have 
been sadly constrained in these my Confessions, to avoid, 
upon the one band, any mention of those persons who merely 
exercised a passing influence on my fortunes , and yet to show 
by what agencies of personal aequaintanceship my character 
became formed and moulded. In a novel, the world would 
seem to consist of only the very characters introduced, or 
rathel*, the characters serve as abstractions , to represent cer- 
tain qualities and passions of mankind; but in real life is this 
the case? Nay, is it not precisely the reverse? Do not the 
Chance intimacies we form in the steam-boat, or the diligence, 
very frequently leave deep and lasting impressions behind 
them? Are not phrases remembered, and words treasured up 
as axioms, that we have heard passingly from those we are 
never to see again? Of how many of our strengest convictions 
the origin was mere accident, — ideas dropped, like those 
seeds of distant plants that are bome for thousands of miles 
upon the wind , and let fall in some far away land to take root 
and fructify? And are these the agencies to be omltted when 
Ä man would give a " conf essvoiL" töXSafe^wVd.? Why arethe 
JetterBof&n individuall3asbeBt\>\ogta.^\i^> ^w^^ÄÄT^^x^ßaä^ 
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bis judgment Tipon passing events or people, with whom, in all 
likelihood, he has little subsequent connexion? Butenoughof 
this — I have said sufficient for apology to those who see the 
difficulty of the case. To those who do not, I have been prolix 
without being profitable. 

Of Africa, then, I must not speak. Three years of its 
buming sun and parched soll — the life of bivouae and battle 
— had done the work of ten upon my Constitution and appear- 
ance. I was bronzed almost to aMoorishtint; a few straggling 
hairs of grey showed themselves in my dark beard and mous- 
tache , while emergencies and hazards of diflPerent kinds had 
imparted a stemer character to my features, that little re- 
sembled the careless gaiety of my earlier days. In addition 
to this, I was wounded ; a sabre cut received in defending the 
Prince from an attack of Arab horsemen, had severed the 
muscles of my right arm; and although encouraged to believe 
that I should yet recover its use , I was , for the time at least, 
totally disabled, and as incompetent to wield a sword as a 
pen. A very flattering mention of me in " general orders," my 
name recorded in a despatch, and the ribbon of the " Legion,'* 
well rewarded me for these mishaps ; andnow, asaseasonof 
peace intervened , I was about to return to France with the 
rank of "Chef d'Escadron," and the fame of a distinguished 
officer. As the Prince , my master , was to make a tour in the - 
provinces before bis retum to Paris , permission was given me 
to visit Italy, whither the physician advised me to repair to 
recmit my strength , before adventuring upon the trials of a 
more northem climate. The "Duc" overwhelmed me with 
kind protestations at parting, and gave me a letter to the 
French minister at Naples , especially commending me to bis 
friendship , and speaking of my Services in terms that my mo- 
desty cannot permit me to repeat. Thus was Fortune once 
more my friend; and could I have but obliterated all memory 
of the past , and of those fatal riches — the brief enjoyment of 
which had given an impulse to all my dcsires — I might now 
have been well contented. High chatactet «ä «>. %c\^\^t ^ ^ ^^^- 
tarn rank in the Service , and the friendaYLV^ oi ^^Q^5^^'c^sÄÄ^ 
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were not trifling advantages to onewho had often sued destiny 
with success, even **tn forma pauperis;" still, the "great 
game" I should have plajed, as the man of large fortune, was 
never out of my thoughts , and in secret I resolved to retum to 
Mexico, and, as the phrase has it, '^ look after my affairs." 

Thisdetermination grew more fixed the longer I considered 
it; and here I may remark, that the document to which the 
king had appended his Signatare and approval, was a State- 
ment of my Claims on Spain , drawn up by myself , — one of 
those hundred representations which I made in idle hours, to 
while away time and amuse hope. If I was well aware that 
the signature was obtained by a mere accident, and withoat 
knowledge of the contents , I was not deterred from specn- 
lating, as to what useful purpose it might be employed; 
Bcruples of conscience being, of all things in the world, those I 
best knew how to dispose of. 

On reaching Naples , I discovered^hat the Envoy to whom 
my letter was addressed had justl)een re-called, and in his 
place a young Secretary of Embassy was officiating. One of 
those admirably-dressed and inimitably-gloved young gentle- 
men , whom France despatches to foreign countries as repre- 
sentatives of her skill in neckcloths and waistcoats, and her 
incomparable superiority in lacquered leather. Monsieur de 
BussenaQ was a veritable type of Paris dandyism — vain, 
empty, and conceited; with considerable smartness in con- 
versation , and unquestionable personal courage ; his life was 
passed in abusing England , and a£Pecting the most ludicroos 
Imitation of all that was English — in dress, equipage, and 
livery. 

Although my name was not unknown to him, he received 
me with the condescending courtesy the diplomatist usually 
assumes in his intercourse with the soldier — protested his 
regret that the gay season was over — that Naples was thin- 
ning every day — that he hardly knew where , or to whom, to 
present me. 

lassured him that pleasure was not among the ambitions 
ofan invalid like myself*, but h^tA \.o \)cl^ ^^x^ ^Ixss^VääUL^ 
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one of mj objects in Naples was to press a claim upon the 
Spanish Govemment, to which the residence of a Spanish 
Minister of high rank at that court gave a favourable oppor- 
tunity ; and with this preface I gave a brief history of my loss 
and imprisonment. The young Charg^ d* Affaires looked hor- 
ridly bored by my story, of which it was clear he only heard a 
very small part; and when I concluded, he made a few notes 
of my Statement, and promised to see the Spanish Ambassador 
upon it that very day. 

I believe that my experience is not a singular one; but 
firomthe moment thati announced myself as a personclaiming 
the aid of the " Mission ," the doors of the Embassy were her- 
metically sealed against me. If I called, "HisExcellency" 
(everything is Excellency to an embassy porter) was either in 
Conference with a colleague, or replying to a despatch, or 
with the court. If I wrote, my answer was always a polite 
acknowledgment of my note, and no more. Even when we met 
passingly in the street, his salute was cold, and markedly 
distant; so that I began to suspect that either he had heard 
something to my disadvantage among his colleagues , or that 
he had received some hint respecting me. 

I knew if I were to address the Duc de St. Cloud on the 
subject, that my essenced friend would at once receive a 
check, and possiblya heavyreprimand; butlwastoo proud 
to descend to this, and resolved to right myself without calling 
in the aid of others. With this intention I repaired one day to 
the Mission, and having waited for some time, tili I saw a per- 
ßon leave the cabinet, from whom I learned that the Envoy 
was at home, I advanced to the door. "Out, sir," said the 
porter, barring the way. I pushed him aside , with the air of 
one who was not to be trifled with, and opening the door, 
walked in. 

Whether it was that the suddenness of my appearance un- 
manned him , or that something in my manner showed there 
was no time for further deception , he arose to receive me, and 
handed me a chair. 
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if in the matter which I entrusted to your hands, any progress 
has been made, or if I am still to be the patient recipient of 
notes which teil me nothing?" 

"What, if there be nothing to teil, sir!" saidtheyonng 
diplomatist, nowrecovering hisself-possession, andstanding 
with his back to the fire, in the very easiest of attitudes. 

"I will beg of you to be more explicit," said I. 

" You shall not have to complain of me on that score , sir," 
said he, with a most affected air of courtesy ; " and, as brevity 
is the very essence of cleamess, I may as well state, that on 
representing the case of El Cond^ de Oregano to the minister 
of Spain, he very gravely assured me thati was inventing a 
personage , for that no such name existed among the nobiUty 
of his land. The dignity may be recognised in Mexico," added 
he, "but the Mexican minister is equally perverse, and dis- 
claims having so much as heard of you. I spoke of your 
wealth, and great treasures, and they actually were rüde 
enough to laugh — not at you, sir — don't be angry — but at 
me. The Spanish ambassador, indeed , said that nothing was 
more common than for Carlist agents of inferior Station to 
assume styles and titles which might entitle them to greater 
consideration if taken prisoner; and that in this wise you 
might have succeeded to your countship; but that to real 
rank, he persisted in asserting you had no claim whatever. 
This you must allow, sir, is awkward." 

"For you, certainly, it will prove so ," saidl, hanghtily. 
" You may rely upon it, sir, that your career as a diplomatist 
will end where it begun. You have dared to insult one whose 
slightest Word could crush you, did he not feel that such an 
exercise of influence would be ludicrously disproportioned to 
the object it was directed against. There, sir, — there is a 
written statement of my claim, — there a füll and explicit de- 
mandforreparation; and there, the signature of your master 
the King, at the foot of it. You cannot be ignorant of the 
band, nor can you dare to pretend it is a forgery." 

Ifwy insulting language \iad bTou^Kt the ftush of anger to 
hh cheek, this "damning pxooi" «iom^Y^X.OL^ q^^t^<«5s^ ^ 
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bis presence of mind, and left him in a state of confusion 
and perplexity that any one, save myself, must have 
pitied. 

"The writing is certainly in the King*s band," said he, 
"and therefore I am obliged to concede the fact, thatyour 
Claim possesses features I was not previously aware of ; with 
your leave, then, I will lay this document before the Spanish 
minister" — 

" You sball d9 no such tbing, sir," said I, baugbtily ; "my 
asserted right is just what it was before I showed you that 
paper: nor sball I stoop to any corroborative testimony of my 
Claim, even from the band of royalty ; " and with this imperti- 
nent Speech, I advanced towards the grate, and thrust the 
paper into the fire, pressing it down into the blaze with my 
foot, and watching tili I saw it consumed. 

The diplomatist watched me narrowly througbout this 

brief proceeding, and I half feared that he had seen tbrough 

mystratagem, as he said, "Well, Count, as not a shadow of 

doubt can exist now as to the authentic character of your de- 

mand, the best course will be, to have a personal interview 

with the Spanish ambassador. He 'receives' this evening at 

bis palace, and, with your leave, we will wait upon him to- 

^ether. Of course the time and place will not admit of 

vny discussion of this claim: but you can be presented, 

- a necessary preliminary to the intercourse that will 

>llow." 

This all looked marvellously like a trap ; but as any doubt 
' indecision now would be ruin, I affected to be much pleased 
th the proposal, and we parted. 



■onfeasions of Con Cregan. II. ^^ 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A Soirde in the " Great World." 

It was not without considerable trepidation and great mis- 
gitiug, that I awaited the evening. What subtilty mightbe 
in Store for me, I could not guess ; but it seemed clear that the 
young secretary meditated a heavy vengeance upon me , and 
would not lightly pardon the insult I had passed upon 
him. 

*' I have it," thought I, after long and deep ponder^g; "hiß 
plan is to introduce me into a great and crowded assembly, 
with ministers, ambassadors, andgenerals, andthe^n, in the 
face of a distinguished Company, to proclaim me a teheat and 
impostor. He has, doubtless, the train all laid, only waiting 
for the match ; and as the outrage will be inflicted conjointly 
and diplomatically, any demand for personal satisfaction will 
be vain; while a very slight hint at the Prefecture would auf- 
fice to have me expelled from the country." 

Should I confront this danger, or hazard the risk of sach 

an exposure; or should I suffer judgment to be given against 

me by default? What a trying alternative ! In the one case, 

a peril the greater for its shadowy ill-defined consequences; in 

the other, certain and irretrievable disgrace ! How often did I 

curse my ambitious yeaming after wealth , that had not left 

me contented with my own fortune ; the hard-won, but incon- 

testable re wards of personal distinction. As the gallant officer 

who had gained each step upon the field of battle , and whoBd 1 

Services had claimed the especial notice of his prince, I oogfat 1 

to have rested satisfied. I 

My promotion would have been certain and rapid, and / 

whsit higher condition should 1 daxelo a.%^\t^\K»\.\v%TL the com- " 

mand of aFrench regiment, oi poÄÄvVA.^ ^Qm^\3!r{^f\sKQ&(.^^ 
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ipointment ! Why will not men look down ward as they climb 
e monntain of life, and see tlie humbl^ abyss from which 
ey have issued ? Were they but to do so , how many would 
I convinced that they had done enough, and not risk allby 
riving to mount higher! The son of the poor peasant a Gen- 
al of Division! — one among that decorated group sur- 
unding the sovereign of a great nation! was not this suffi- 
3nt, and so much assuredly was within my reach, merely by 
3gt.h of life, and the ordinary routine of events ! and yet all 
is must 1 jeopardize for the sake of gold. And now what 
Urse should I adopt? My whole plulosophy through life 
,d been comprised in that one word which summed up all 
arshal Blucher's * * tactics," — " Forwards ! " It had sufficed 
r me in many a trying emergency, — it had out the black 
lot of many a tangle ; — should I not still abide by it? Of 
Urse. This was not the moment to abandon the bold 
•Hey. 

From the "host ofmine inn" Ileamed that theSpanish 
inister, whose receptions were little less splendid than those 
the court itself, occupied a position which in countries of 
>re rigid morality, would have leffc his salons less crowded. 
fact it was asserted that he owed his eminent Station to his 
,ving consented to marry a lady, who had once been the rival 
royalty itself inSpain, and whose banishment had been 
US secured. Being still in the füll pride of her beauty, and 
ssessing great wealth, the "scandal" only added to her 
lim, in a society where notoriety of any kind is regarded as 
listinction. 

She was the reigning belle of the capital. Her word was 
J7 on every theme of fashion and taste; her opinions exerted 
sonsiderable influence on matters of high political bearing; 
ddespite the ambiguityof her position, she was the arbitress 
every claim to admission into that society which arrogated 
itself the name of being ** the best." 

It is needless to say that a Station of the km.d^\\!^\sÄs8s«»<^ 

manner ofatones andstrangeYuÄtoTiÄ%\ ^^^'Okäa*^'^^^*^^^' 
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chesa de la Norada was by some proclaimed a natural daugfa- 
ter of the Emperor Napoleon, — by others, of an En^h 
Koyal Duke. 8he was a widow, and the wife of half-a-dosen 
personages together. There was not an European courtinto 
which she had not brought discord, — not a cabinet where ehe 
had not sown intrigue. Her beauty had seduced, her gold 
corrupted, and her wiles entrapped , half the great statesmen 
of the age ; while there was scarcely a crime within the red 
catalogue of the law, that was not laid to her Charge ; and yet, 
with all these allegations against her, she was more sovereigD 
iji that capital than the rightful queen of the land. This was 
the presence into which I was to be introduced to-night, and 
— I frankly own it, — I would have rather confronted the 
searching scrutiny of the most penetrating of men, than meet 
the carelessjhalf-bestowedglances ofthat woman! norwasit 
at all unlikely that to such a test they wished now to subject 
me and my pretensions. 

It is far easier for many men to confront a personal danger, 
the.peril of life or limb , than to meet the trying difficulty of a 
slight before the world. To myself the former would be as 
nothing in comparison. I could face any amount of perilin 
preference to the risk of a public mark of depreciation, and 
from a woman, too ! where redress was as impossible, as reply 
was useless. 

It was already midnight ere I could muster courage to set 
out, — not that the hour was inappropriate, for theMarchesa's 
receptions only began when the opera was over. As I drove 
alongthe Chiaia, the crowd of carriages told that this wasa 
night of more than ordinary attraction, and more than one 
equipage of the Court passed by, showing that some members 
of the roy al family would be present. This again terrified me. 
Was royalty to be among the witnesses of my shame? When 
a man's thoughts do take the turn of self-tormenting, what in- 
genuity will they not exhibit, — what astonishing resources of 
annojancel I am convinced that my greatest enemy in lifB 
could never have inflicted a teiil\ii|ax\. oi \Jq»1 %\s;ff«rin^ which 
now I experienced frommy owiiiaae\ea\ iiKiWi^^^>ös!kSssM^ 
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which crossed my mind, one kept continually recurring , and 
made an Impression that my memory will probably never lose, 
— it was my doubt whetherl ought not to return and exchange 
my uniform for piain clothes, and tlius avoid exposing the 
epanlette of a French officer, and the proud cordon I wore, to 
the chances of open insult. 

This question was yet unsolved in my mind, as I drove into 
the court-yard of the palace. The turmoil and confusion of 
the scene — carriages interlocked, poies smashing panels, and 
horses rearing — was an actual relief to me, and I would have 
feit a heart-warm gratitude for any accident that might have 
upset half the Company, and broken up the reception indis- 
Order. Such "good-luck" was, however, not in störe for me. 
My cal^che at length drew up at the door, and I handed my 
caxd with my name to the major domo, who stood at the top of 
the stairs with an army of liveried lacquais around him. " Le 
Comte de Creganne!" resounded now through the spacious 
antiehamber, and the voices of others took it up, and the echo 
without repeated it , every syllable falling upon my heart like 
the bang of a death-bell ! 

Although our progress was soon arrested by the dense 
crowd, and all chance of moving further, for a time at least, 
out of the question, the lacquey continued to call my name 
aloud, with what I deemed a most needless importunity of an- 
nouncement. At last he ceased, leaving me to the enjoyment 
of a momentary tranquillity in mixing with the crowd. It was 
indeed but momentary; for the young attachd had made bis 
way through the throng , and whispered in my ear, **Let us 
retire this way, and I'll lead you by anotherpassage, other- 
wise you will run a great risk of never being presented to the 
Marchesa." I could have told him that I would have borne 
even this misfortune like a man , but I did not, and merely 
fbllowed him as he led the way through a suite of rooms, 
of -which only one was occupied, and that by a card- 
party. 

The buzz and hum of voices apipm^ök. tcä ^%.\. ^^ ^<ää 
again appro&cbiug the Company, and avxddetJL^ ^ ov^cy^^^^^^ 



246 THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CREGAK* 

door we found ourselves in a small but gorgeously-fornished 
Chamber, where three or four ladies and about a dozen men 
were assembled, while the main body of the guests passed 
through in defile, each stopping to salute and say a few words 
to a lady, who did the honours of the reception. As her back 
was towards me, 1 could only mark that she was tall, and of an 
air that was queenly in state and dignity. The stars and de- 
corations around her showed that some of the party were 
princes of the blood, and others, ambassadors and ministers of 
State. 

" Wait where you are," whispered my companion ; and he 
moved forward and entered the crowd. I stood an eager spec- 
tator of the scene, in which , despite all my anxieties , I could 
not but feel interested. It was the first great review I had 
ever witnessed of that fashionable world , whose recognition 
and acceptance I so ardently coveted. Its slightest gestures, 
its least and most insignificant observances, were all matters 
of study to me. Every deep reverence, each motion of re- 
spectful courtesy, were things to mark and imitate, and I was 
storing up many a hint for future guidance , when I observed 
that a gentleman, whom I had rightly conjectured to be a 
royal prince , appeared to press some remark upon the "Mar- 
chesa ,'* to which at last she replied , "I believe I must follow 
your Royal Highness's counsel, and take a few minutes' rest;" 
and so saying , she dropped back from the group, and retired 
within a few paces of where I stood. 

" May I beg you to band that chair , sir ," said the Prince 
to me, and in a tone in which I own a certain haughtiness 
seemed to rebuke my want of thoughtfiilness in not presenting 
it unbidden. I hastened to perform this service. The lady 
tumed to acknowledge it ; our eyes met, and we stood fixed 
and rooted to the spot, each speechless and pale with emotion. 
In those few seconds I feit as if I had lived years. 

"La Senhora Dias ," murmured I unconsciously to myself, 
^^Lupo!'* ejaculated she, as ii m ana-s^et ^ and ahe trembled 
£-om bead to foot. 



1 



THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CEBQAN. 247. 

" You have really over-exerted yourself," said the prince, 
as taking her band he pressed her down into a seat. 

Her eyes never quittedme for an instant, and the expres-« 
sion of her feature became abnost that of agonizing pain as 
she motioned me to approach her. "Is it possible that I see 
before me my old friend the Duke of — ?*' She stopped , and 
with a look of entreaty I can never forget, intimated that I 
should fill up the blank. 

**Le Comte de Creganne , Madame," said I, coming to the 
rescue , " wbo is but too happy to find himself remembered by 
the Marchesa de la Norada." 

"Very true, Comte; I was confounding you with your 
constant companion the Duke de la Breanza; I hope he is 
well, and the dear duchess — and you — when did you arrive 
from the Brazils ? I trust very lately , or you have treated me 
shamefully." 

Kapidly as these words were uttered , they were enough to 
give me the "consigne" of what rank my intimate friends 
held, in what class we met, and from whence I came. While 
I replied tö her questions , she motioned me to a seat beside 
her , and with a smile and a courteous apology to the prince 
for devoting herseif to the old friend who had so un- 
expectedly presented himself, she dropped her voiee to a 
wlusper, and said, " Not now, nor here, but to-morrow we will 
speak together." 

"Enough," said I, rapidly; "I am your old and esteemed 
fnend the Comte de Creganne; you are not compromised in 
calling me so." 

"Nor can your memory fail to recal me as a Lady of 
Honour at the Brazilian court!" 

And now some of the Company had gathered around us, to 
most of whom she presented me, always adding some few 
courteous expressions , indicative of our ancient friendship, 
and of the pleasure she feit at our unexpected meeting. If I 
have occasionally given way to those erratic flights of fancy 
which led me to believe myself a scion. of 3u\\ö\Afe Wösä. ^ ^^Si^. 
hom and aurtured, with wealüi at my (ioxMxvasA '«>sA'ia*\ivi^ 
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»tation in störe , all these delusions were nothing to the Crea- 
tive efforts ofher Imagination, who commenced by reminding 
me of a handred people who never ezisted , and places and 
incidents which were all as unreal. How we did bewail the 
death of some, rejoice over the good fortune of other "dear, 
dear friends ," who had never breathed ! and with what plea- 
sant laughter we remembered eccentricities and oddities that 
once used to amuse us so mach! 

Never can I forget the look of astonishment of the yoong 
attach^ as he came up and found me seated on the ottoman 
beside the Marchesa , with her pet spaniel upon my lap , while 
my whole air was redolent of that triumphant expression so 
unmistakably denoting security. 

"I perceive," said he, with difficulty repressing bis ill- 
humoor, "that Madame la Marchesa is acquainted with the 
Comte de Creganne." 

^'Formanyyears, sir, the Comte andlhaye known each 
other, and I have only to own my surprise that none of my 
friends at Naples ever mentioned to me the arrival of one in 
cvery way so distingiüshed — but here is the Marquese; I 
must present you , Comte ; '* so saying , she introduced me to a 
tall, pompous-looking, elderly gentleman , who, itis bat fair 
to add,i did not evince half so mach satisfaction at sight of me 
as bis wife showed. And now was I the lion of the evening. 
I, who had walked the Chiaia every day for weeks back with- 
out notice or recognition, and who might — had the idea 
occarred to me — have fallen down and died without one to 
pity me — I became all of a sudden a most " interesting per- 
sonage ! " My African campaign was exalted into a perJFect 
career of glory , and even my modesty was pushed hard to 
accept the praises most lavishlybestowed apon acts of herolsm 
of which I had not even heard. 

The Duke of Vallabretta, the younger brother of the 

king, was certain he had often heard of me from bis "friend 

De St. Cloud." He was quite positive that I was the officer of 

dragoona who, with one squadron of horse^ captured ^'a 

Snrnla " defended by twelve Iwindi^öi ^«Jö^ ^ ^\Sä ^säjj ^^ä- 
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half of the illustrious cruelties of the Oran war was generously 
laid to my charge. A dash of atrocity adds immensely to the 
charm of heroism in Italian estimation ; and so I discovered 
thatvarious acts of roa8tingprisoners,sendiug a cargo of noses 
to Toulon, and such like , were exceedingly populär with the 
ladies, who regarded me as a modern "Bayard.'* 

Not all these sensations of triumph, however, gave me one- 
half the pleasure that Ifelt in trampling upon the littleFrench 
attachd , whom I persecuted with a proud disdain that nearly 
drove him mad. All my ignorance of Neapolitan society , the 
obscurity in which I had lived hitherto , 1 laid at his door. I 
deplored most feelingly to the prince the inefficient mode in 
which we were represented at his Court , and promised to use 
my influence in effecting a change. I fear my disposition is 
not so angelic as I usually conceive it, for I actually taxed my 
ingeuuity for little subjects of attack against the unlucky 
diplomatist, and saw him at length retire from the salons, 
croshed) crest-fallen, and miserable. 

Another consideration, perhaps, added venom to my 
malignity; I knew not how short-lived might be my power, 
and determined to "makemy running while the course was 
free." The vicissitudes of fortune had often reversed in one 
sbort day all the prospect I trusted to be the most stable and 
certain; and for the future I was fiilly resolved never to 
forego the stroke to-day, for which my arm might be too weak 
to-morrow. As I saw him depart, I feit like a naval hero when 
bis enemy has Struck , and in the pride of victory abandoned 
myself to pleasure. 

If the Marchesa watched me at first with an uneasy and 
amdous eye, doubtful, perhaps, how I should acquit myself in 
tbat high and polished world , I soon saw that her fears were 
allayed as she saw the easy quietude of my manner, and that 
tranquil self-poesession which is supposed to be only acquired 
by long admixture with the world of fashion. It was evident, 
too , that if any failure on my part would entail disgrace , suc- 
cess was just as certain to do her lioiioXÄ ««!A^T^^b^.^ «ssääV 
waaastrong rebutting evi^euee agd^%\> ^\5ßkö^^^fCöö^^3öÄ^ 
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that tbe Marehesa was erer known or recogniaed before in the 
higfa cirdes of a court. 

"To-morrow, at noon," said she, as I made mj bow at 
parting; and it was not likelv I shonld forget the appoint- 
ment. 

It was with very different feelings 1 drove np to the palace 
of the Marehesa on the day following, from those I had ex- 
perienced on approaching it on the evening of the reception; 
nor was I long without perceiving that mj confidence was well 
fonnded. The Groom of the Chambers reeeived me with bis 
most bland coortesy , and hj bis manner showed that he ex- 
pected my arriyal. 

Preceding me throogh a snite of roomswhose magnificence 
I had not time to observe on the previous evening, he oshered 
me into a small Chamber leading into a conservatory, firom 
which the view extended over the wide Bay of Naples , and 
presented Vesuvius from base to summit As I was left by 
myself here for some minntes, Ihad leisure to notice the varied 
elegance by which Iwas sorrounded. Rare plants and flowers, 
in jars of costly porcelain; alabaster statnes and rieh bronzes, 
appeared amid the clustering foliage; and in the midst of all, 
two tiny swans, of the rare breed of Morocco , lay tranquilly in 
a little basin, whose water sponted from asilver fountain of 
most elaborate workmanship. 

While yet gazing on the tasteful objects around, the 
Marehesa had entered, and so noiselessly , that she was at my 
side erelknew it. Paler than on the previous evening, she 
looked even handsomer: but in the sanken eye andthewearied 
expression of the mouth , I could see that she had passed a 
sleepless night. 

Having taken a seat upon a sofa, and motioned me to seat 

myself beside her, she looked fixedly at me for several minntes 

without a Word: at last, and in a voice of deep feeling, 

she Said, "Do you remember the pledge with which we 

parted ? do von recollect the oath. by which you bound your- 
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" Perfectiy , Senhora ! " said I ; " nor was I aware yester- 
day , tili the very moment of our meeting, in whose presence I 
-was Standing." 

" But you had heard of me liere ? " 

"Only as the Marchesa de la Norada — not as the 
Senhora." 

"Hush! let that name never escape your lips ; I believe 
you and trust you. The commission I gave you was well and 
faithfully executed: were it otherwise, and did I deem you 
false , it would not be difficult for me to rid myself of the 
embarrassment. We live in a city where such things are well 
understood." My blood ran cold at this threat, for I re- 
membered the accusation which hung over her in Mexico : she 
saw what was passing in my mind, and added, "You have 
nothing to fear; we shall be good friends while you remain 
here ; but that time must be brief^ I cannot , I will not , live a 
life of terror; a moment of impatience, an unguarded word, a 
hasty expression of yours might compromise me , and then — 
When can you leave Naples? " 

** To-morrow — to-day, if you desire it." 

"That would be too hurried," said she, thoughtfully. 
" We must not encourage suspicion. Why are you here ? " 

1 gave the restoration of my health as the reason, and then 
alluded to the circumstances of my Spanish claim, which 
I had hoped Naples would have proved a suitable place for 
pressing. 

" Who knows of this transaction? what evidence have you 
of its truth ? " said she, hurriedly . 

"The minister by whose order I was imprisoned, the 
G-ovemor of Malaga, his official underlings, all know of it." 

"Enough. Now , by whom was the Information given on 
which you were arrested?" 

" A man who called himself the Gonsul at Campecho , and 
to whose early history I am disposed to suspect I have the 
clue; but to whom, unfortunately , m ^Vi^a^Jc^ \s!»ssass3ci^»^ 
betraf ed that secret knowledge ." 
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^^And thus he dreads and hates jou," said she, fizing l:i^^ 
dark ejes stemly on me. 

"He rather fears me without reason," said I. 

" But still jou would have traded on that fear had it served 
your purpose?" reiterated she, with a pointedness thatshowed 
how the application to her own case was uppermost in her 
thoughts. 

" You are less than just to me, Senhora!" said I, proudly. 
"Avariety of circumstances led me to conueet this man with 
a very unhappy incident which took place years ago in Eng- 
land , and wherein his conduet — supposing him to be the 
same — was base fto the last degree. This suspicion I was 
weak enough to let escape me. His enmity was the con- 
sequence, and from it followed all the misfortunes I have 
suffered.'* 

* * Was he a mur derer ? " 

"No — not that." 

"Nor a f orger? for methinks in English esteem such is the 
parallel offence." 

"In the case I speak of forgery was the least of his crimes, 
— he seduced the wife of his friend and benefactor." 

" Oh , the wretch ! " exclaimed she , with a derisive smile, 
that gave her features — beautiful as they were — an almost 
demoniac expression. "I trust he never prospered after such 
iniquity." 

Not heeding the tone of sneer in which she uttered this , I 
replied, " You are right, Seühora; he lived a life of terror and 
misery. He was a coward ; and the man he had injured never 
ceased to track him from country to country. Over sea and 
land he followed him \ the thirst for vengeance stimulating a 
heart dead to every other emotion. Accident, when I was 
a mere boy, brought me into close relation with poor 
Broughton." 

"With whom?" said she, grasping my wrist, while her 
eyes strained tili the very blood started in them. 

^^ÄtrDödiey Broughton," said 1\ but the words were not 
out ere she feil senseless on tlie ftoot . 1 t%aä^^äx ^\A^^^sfe\ 
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her on a sofa ; and then dipping her handkerchief in the foun- 
tain, bathed her temples and her hps. But she gave no sign 
of retunaing animation; her arms dropped powerless at either 
side. She did not even seem to breathe. What was I to do? 
I knew not where to find a bell to summon the servants, even 
should I dare to leave her. In my excitement I believed that 
she was dead, and that I had killed her; and then there darted 
through my brain the terrible conviction that this could be no 
other than Lady Broughton herseif — the unhappy Lydia 
Delmar. With a long-drawn sigh she at length awoke, and, 
opening her eyes, looked up at me. A convulsive shudder 
speedily foUowed, and she closed them again, and, remained 
Btill, with her hands clasped tightly over her heart. 

"Have I been dreaming a terrible dream," said she at last, 
inaweak and broken voice, "or are my dreadful thoughts 
realities. Tellme, of whatwerewespeaking?" 

I did not answer. I could not teil her of the sad theme, nor 
did I dare to deceive her. In this dilemma I became sUent; 
but my confusion did not escape her, and with a voice, every 
syllable of which Struck deep into my heart, she said, "Is 
this secret your own, or have you ever revealed it to an- 
other?" 

"I have never told it, nor indeed, tili now, was the füll 
mystery known to myself." 

These few words, which served to confii'm her own waver- 
ing terrors, at the same time that they showed how she herseif 
had betrayed her dreadful secret, increased her suffering, and 
for a Space she seemed overwhelmed by affliction. 

**Let US speak of this no more," said she at last, in the 
same hurried voice which once before had made me suspect 
the soundness of her intellect. *^ 1 cannot, I dare not, trust 
myself to dwell upon this theme ; nor will I suffer any one to 
usurp an ascendency over me from terror. No, sir; youshall 
not deceive yourself by such a delusion. I have Mends, great 
and powerful friends, who will protect me. I have money, 
and can buy the aid that owtatripii ^«Ä2tWÄ.^<^. "^«^^jä.^ ^^mgö., 
bowyou threaten me l " 
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" You are unjust to me, lady," said I, calmly, but reso- 
lutely. "I never meant to threaten. A mere accident has 
putme in possessionof a secret which, while jou dre, none 
shall ever hear from mj lips ; nor need you fear any aÜusion 
to it will ever escape me, to yourself." 

" Then let us part. Let us see each other no more," said 
Bhe, rising, and approaching a small ivorj cabinet, wfaich she 
unlocked. ** See , here is enough to satisfy the desire for mere 
money, if your heart be so set upon wealth that it has no other 
idol. Take these, and these, and these. They are gemsof 
price, and taken from a royal crown. That necklace of mbies 
once graced the Shoulders of an empress; and here are 
rings, whose value will buy long years of dissipation and 



excess." 



"I must Interrupt you, Senhora," saidl, offended at the 
tone she assumed towards me. " There is no need to ' buy me 
off;' I am ready to take my leave — to quit Naples within an 
hour — and I pledge myself that we shall never meet again, 
or if we do, as utter strangers to each other." 

" These were the terms of our contract once before," said 
she, fixing her gaze steadfastly on me. 

" And by whom broken, andhow?" saidl. 

"True — too true!" exclaimed she, in a voice of deep 
emotion. "Fate that did this, has doubtless other punish- 
ments in Store for me ! Itis piain, then, that I must trust you 
— I, who can feel confidence in none ! " 

" I do not seek for it , Senhora," replied I ; " my offer is to 
leave this city, where already I see but little prospect of 
urging my suit with success. Why should we meet again in 
life, when both of us are travelling opposite roads?" 

** This suit of yours is, then, a real demand, founded upon 
an actual loss, — matter of fact throughout?" This, although 
said in these few words , had nothing offensive in its tone, and 
1 replied by an assurance of my good faith and veracity. 

"Send me the memorial this evening; to morrow, or the 
dayafter at farthest, you ahaW bave asi axsLWwet. As for your 
demand upon the Havana, t\3Le baivket \a txx^ q^wsi^ ^\A\^'«Bk 
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answer for your being honourably dealt with; all your pro- 
perty in bis keeping, I will guarantee." 

^^ If that be so, Seühora, I am indifferent about the Spanish 
mlnister's reply ; J shall have wealth more than enough for all 
my desires without him." 

"How do you call yourself in these papers?" asked she, 
hurriedly. 

" El Cond^ de Oregano." 

"And you were known by that title in Mexico ? " 

" Certainly ; I have no other." 

She stared at me fixedly for a minute or two, and then 
muttered to herseif, "By what pretension should / question 
BIS rank!" then turning to me, said, "Seühor el Condö de 
Oregano, I receive the world at large, every evening save 
Saturday ; that night I reserve for my friends. Come as often 
as you can during the week, but never omit a Saturday ; visit 
me at the opera frequently; speak to me always when we 
meet in public places ; be my intimate friend, in fact, but not 
more — you have too much tact to be my admirer." With 
this she gave me her band, which I pressed respectfully to my 
lips, and bowing deeply, moved towards the door. 

" We understand each other," said she, calmly. 

"Perfectly, madame," repliedl. 

" Then never say, sir," resumed she, in a stem, determined 
voice, "neversay thatyouare notanadventurer; never dare 
to teil me that one who so quickly assumes a part is not a pro- 
fessed actor on the great boards of life — ready to take the 
character assigned him, be it broad farce or comedy — ay, or 
even tragedy, if needs were. Do not deny or seek to con- 
tradict me ; I did not care that your countship had fourteen 
quarteriugs behind it, — nay, I like you even better as you 
are. There, now you look natural and at your ease. Adieu, 
Monsieur Le Comte." 

"Adieu, Madame La Marquise," said I, putting as much 
irony into my accent as might repay her, and then we parted. 
Whatever her feelings, 1 know not^ mine^ t o^^^ -^^ä?^ 
scarcely of the pleasantest*, ptom^Mwi^ tx!ä Vi tsä^^ -«k^ 
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residence at Naples as brief as might be, and to see no mo 
of my " dear friend of former years" than was absolutely i 
dispensable. 

Werel to dwell upon those portions of my history whic 
afforded me the highest amount of enjoyment, while passir 
I might linger upon the weeks I spent in Naples, as perhaj 
the very pleasantest of my life. The world of fashion w; 
new to me. All those fascinations to which habit renders m< 
either apathetic or indifferent, came fresh upon me. The ou 
ward show of splendour in dress and jewels, gorgeous salooa 
rare flowers, exquisite pictures and statues, soon cease ' 
astonish and amaze ; but it takes a long while ere the char 
of intercourse vrith really brilliant society begins to wear oi 
and ere a man recognises a degree of sameness in the pleasun 
and amusements of his fashionable friends. 

I am not sure that the society which I frequented had n< 
more power of captivation than a more rigidly scrupuloi 
circle; since, while exacting all the observances of polishc 
life, it yetadmitteda degree ofliberty, almost of familiarit 
among its members, that I have remarked is not common j 
the wider intercourse of the world. 

Pretty women were not ashamed to look their best, an 
dress the most becomingly ; witty men were not chary of the 
smartness; courtiers were conüdential; statesmen wei 
candid; men of the world unbent, as if in a circle where the 
freedom would not be misinterpreted , and said a hundre 
things that in other societies would have been , to say tl 
least, indiscreet. It is true that individuals were more di 
cussed than events, and that characters, not facts, forme 
the staple of the talk: but how amusing was it — what 8tor< 
of anecdote were opened ; what stränge histories, and curioi 
illustrations of life unfolded. Pretension was ridiculed, vu 
garity exposed, stupidity laughed at, awkwardness criticise< 
and want of tact condemned with most unsparing ridicul« 
bat, lam bound to own, that Üiexe ^exe i^^ «^^Tfis&i^xv^^^«;^^ 
reaerred for virtaous conduct ot \ioiio\Äa)[Aft ^^Nasyo.. '^ 
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debtor side of the account was fall, but the credit had not an 
itemonit! 

No rank, however exalted, coold escape the judgments of 
a ''sei,** who, with all the exclosiveness of fashion, affected 
a most democratic spirit of equality. It was, howeyer, a 
''Communism** that assumed to start on the basis of every 
one haring at least ten thousand a-year — not so bad a tkeory, 
were it only practicable. 

I must not linger longer on this subjeet, on which I have 
only tonched to remark, that here it was where I acquired that 
knowledge of forma and conyentionalities which constitute 
the tactique of life: those ''gambits** and '' openings /' to 
ose a chess phrase, by which you at once obtain an advaixtage 
over an eqnal adversary, and secure yoturself against injnry 
with even a superior player. I leamed .when to use an ilhis- 
tration or a story; when to become a mere listener; how to 
assist a slow man without his detecting the aid; and how to 
disclose a discussion with an epigram; and all this without 
the faintest show of premeditation or the very slightest sign of 
forethonght* While my education as a man of the world was 
progressing, my material fortone was also advancing. The 
Spanish ambassador, who had referred my case to his court, 
ascertained that I had been most infamously treated; that 
not alone my rank and fortnne were indisputable, but that the 
indiyidual on whose affirmation I was arrested was himself a 
Oariist spy, and the noted agent of a great Northern power. 
In faet, so manifold were his infraetions against law, in every 
country in Europe, that the only difficulty was to what par- 
ticular power to band him over, so many laying claim to the 
honour of punishing him. In the end, Naples obtained this 
dbtinction! and at the very period I was enjoying the luxu- 
riouspleasuresofthatcapital, ^^myiriend, theConsul," was 
expanding his ehest and his faculties in the less captivating 
career of a galley-slave. '^Fortune is ju6t!** said I, as I 
arranged my cravat at the window whieh ovevlooked the Bay ^ 
(Mi whose glassy surface some half-doziea \m^^ Tb^iH^^^d^^^ 

The CaHf08Hon$ of Con Creqan, H. ^ 
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gishlj, BS the red and yellow rowers kept time tothe " siroke 
by the clanking of their fetters. 

Govemments move slowly — particularly when the casei 
one of refunding a previous spoliation; meanwhile they ad 
mitted my claim ; and by way of keeping me in good-humour 
they sent me a cross of the order of Isabella, of the first dasf 

— a very gratifying recognition of my noble birth and merite. 
My intimacy with the Duke of Medina — the brother of tb€ 
king — obtained for me the Neapolitan order ; and thus was I 
decorated with three very distinguished cordons, which I wort 
in my button-hole as a " tricolour," — a fact insignificant in 
itself ; but I mention it here , as many of my imitators havc 
since that affected to be the inventors of the method. 

Periods of expeetancy are generally deemed great trials 
making inroads upon the health, and sapping the energies ol 
the mind. Such was not my case here ; I waited like one wh( 
loiters in some delicious garden, surrounded with bloomio^ 
flowers and sweet odours. The delays and proerastinatiom 
of cabinets — for which the most profuse apologies were mad( 

— I bore with a degree of calm equanimity liat won for m» 
the appellation of amost finished gentleman; and thus was 
almost unconsciously perfecting myself in that grand elemeo 
of breeding whose triumph is " impassiveness." 

There were moments when I actually dreaded the termins 
tion of my cause, so agreeable had Naples become to me ; bc 
as the rieh gamester is certain to win, while the poor player i 
luckless ever, successes croi^rded on me, because I was half ii 
different to them. 

Six months had now nearly elapsed since my arrival s 
Naples, and I was paying a moming visit to the Marchesi 
whom I was engaged to accompany to a grand dijeuner^ to fa 
giyen on board of a British ship of war in the Bay. It was on 
ofthose gorgeousdaysofbriiliantcolouring, which, inital) 
seem to exaggerate the effect of landscape, and defy all efforl 
of art to Imitate; the scene was heightened, too, by th 
objeota moving acrosa Üie \>&y. li^^i^ ^«xü^\)& V^«l«^ wii 
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enaigns floating and music playing — the swift "Lateeners" 
akimming along the glassj surface, almost without a breath 
of wind — and then the great three-decker herseif, in all 
the pride of her majestic size, with flags of every nation 
inttering irom her haljards, were splendid adjuncts to the 
pietore. 

"Here are three letters for you, Mons. le Comte," said 
tiie Marchesa ; " they came in the Spanish minister's bag this 
morning; bat I suppose there is nothing sufficiently inter- 
SBting in them to withdraw your thoughts from that magni- 
ficent panorama.'* 

Of course I affected concurrence in the sentiment, and 
thnist them into my pocket with assumed indiffierence. The 
foom soon affcer fiUed with arriving visitors, and among the 
]%8t the Spanish Ambassador. 

^^Ha, SenhorCondd,*' said he, approaching me ; '4etme 
offer my wärmest felicitations. How happy am I to be the 
means through which your good tidings have reached you ! '* 

I bowed, smiled, and seemed charmed, without the 
slightest notion wherein lay my good fortune. His practised 
eye, however, soon detected my game, and he said, "You 
have received your letters , I hope ? " 

"Yes," replied I, carelessly; "the Marchesa has been 
kind enough to give them to me.'* 

*.' And you have read them?" asked he again. ; 

"Not yet," said I; "I make it a rule never to risk the 
pleasure of a happy day by opening a letter at hazard." 

" What if its contents were but to increase the enjoyment ; 
»rhat if the tidings were to ßll up the very measore of your 
rahes, Senhor?" * 

"In that case," rejoined I, as coldly as before, "they 
will be very acceptable to-morrow moming; and thus I shaU 
liave gained two days of happiness , vice one.'* 

" Admirable philoBophy , indeed," said he. " Still Imust 
i>e pardoned for interfering with its exercise. I shall therefore 
take upon me to inform the hono\ica\Afi (lOfm^^^xq ^^V«^ 
€t^eatjr, my royal mistress, has name^ ^«^ CiWssä \<3^^^^- 
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gano , a Grand Cordon of the Fleece , in consideration of his 
distinguished Services in arranging the Mexican debt; that all 
bis property , taken from bim under a false and traitorons im- 
putation, sball be at once restored; tbat any additional re- 
compense be may demand for bis imprisonment and other 
inconveniences incurred , sball be immediately accorded ; and 
tbat all envoys and ministers of tbe Court of Spain are in- 
structod to receive tbe Count de Oregano witb every bonour 
and distinction, a£Pording bim every protection, and faciü- 
tating bim in tbe prosecution of any projeet in wbicb be may 
be interested." 

Tbis speecb, delivered in a very imposing manner, was 
followed by a round of felicitation from tbe assembled Com- 
pany , tbe Marcbesa offering me ber band in congratulation, 
and wbispering tbe words , "How soon?" 

"To-morrow, if Imust," repliedl, sorrowfiilly. 

" To-morrow be it ," saidsbe, and tumed away bastily. 

Tbe Information conveyed to me by tbe ambassador waf 
wbat formed tbe substance of two of tbe letters : tbe tbird 1 
contrived to peep into unobserved, was a formal notificatioi 
from tbe Havana tbat my bills for tbe amount in tbe bankers 
bands would be accepted and negotiated at a well-knowi 
bouse in Paris. Tbus , tben , aiid in one moment , was I onc< 
more rieb — tbe possessor of immense wealtb , and not alon< 
of mere fortune, but of all tbe bonours and dignities wbid 
can grace and adom it. Of course I became tbe bero of tb< 
day. To me was entrusted tbe arm of tbe Marcbesa as w( 
descended to tbe pier; to me was accorded tbe seat of honou 
beside ber in tbe boat. All tbe pleasant flatteries tbat art 
reserved for rieb men were beaped upon me, and I feit tha 
life bad but one prize more witb wbicb to fiU up tbe most am 
bitious of my cravings. Tbat , alas ! could never be — Donni 
Maria was tbe wife of anotber; and tbus sbould I leam tha 
complete bappiness is never to be tbe lot of any mere mortal! 

Tbe föte on board tbe Tariffa was very splendid; but i 

had anotber charm still more rarely met witb, — I mean Ite 

bearty cordiality wldcb. gta^e^ ^'^erj ^'DSwQ!t\aas$&fä(^ ^bm 
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British sailors are the liosts, their courtesy being blended 
with an actual warmth of hospitality that wins even upon the 
ooldest guest, and gives a tone of friendliness to the most 
promisenous gathering. 

Every one appeared to experience the influence of this 
peculiar magic, and all gave way to the impulse that suggested 
the füllest enjoyment of the hour. 

To waltzes had succeeded the manolo and the bolero; 
dances of the wild regions of Calabria and Sicily were per- 
formed by men of noble birth, the petty princes of those 
coontries; and all were yieing who should introduce something 
new and unknown to the rest, when, suddenly, the distant 
Bound of the church bells of the city was bome along the 
water, announcing the "Vinti quatro," as it is called — the 
hour of eyening prayer. In a moment a sudden air of devo- 
tional seriousness spread itself over the Company, and most 
bent their heads in pious reverence while theyrecited to thern^ 
selves thewords of the "Angelas." If there seemed, to the 
sense of EnglishProtestantism, something stränge and un- 
natural in this great revulsion , there was a degree of eamest- 
ness and sincerity in the features of the worshippers that 
showed their piety to be unfeigned; and here I might leave 
the theme , were it not for an ineident which, taking place at 
the same moment, will remain for ever associated in my mind 
with that brief interval of prayer. 

The hour of sunset, or, as the Keapolitans term it, the 
"Vinti quatro," is that in which the galley-slaves, employed 
from dawn of day at convict labour, retum to their prisons; 
and while the streets at that period exhibit long lines of men 
whose terrible appearance needs not the heightening ac- 
Cessaries of a shocking dress and a heavy lumbering chain to 
pronounce them criminals, over the bay are seen boats moving 
in sad procession , the clanking of the fetters creaking moum- 
fully upon the ear, and sounding like the wail of hopeless 
captivity. 

No scene öf pleasurable enjoyment ^iaa. «\.«sA>^<^ ^ws^-wä^ 
ofBücb a ßigbt; the revulsion Ib too svxöA'Wi «KA^»^ ^^össSs^ 
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from the light fnvolitj of mirth to the terrible reality of suffer- 
ing and sorrow. To escape, therefore, from the gloomy 
picture, the oflScers of the vessel endeavoured to withdraw 
their guests from the deck to the shelter of the cabin. The 
change was accomplished well and naturally , and we were all 
gathered between decke in that turmoil and confiision which 
form no insignificant part of the success of eveiy entertain- 
ment; the buzz of talking and the sounds of pleasant laughter 
were heard on every side — when suddenly a cry was heard 
above , and then the loud voice of the officer of the watch, 
commanding a boat to be instantly manned and lowered. 

A hundred conjectures at once ran round as tothe meanmg 
of the Order; but one of the oflScers hastily entering, a few 
minutes later, put an end to all guessing, by informing os 
that a very dreadfiü incident had just occurred within a short 
distance from where we lay. **You may have remarked a 
handsome yacht, which anchored last night in the bay, Coming 
up from the eastward : she belonged to an English gentleman, 
with whose name we were not acquainted , but whose conduct 
is calculated to confirm all that Frenchmen are accustomed to 
say of our national taste for eccentricity even in crime. It 
would seem that at an early hour this moming he landed at 
the Mole, and by means of letters with which he was pro- 
yided to the minister of police, obtained leave to inspect the 
different prisons of the city, and to pass under the most minute 
examination all those condemned to the galleys for life. As 
already all those who work at Castelamare had been sent 
away, he obtained an order to visit the galleys there, being 
determined, as it would seem, to leave nothing unseen. On 
reaching Castelamare it is said that he again commenced his 
tour of inspection, going over the roll of the prisoners, with 
the muster-book in his hand , as if to compare their features 
with the crimes alleged against them, and scrutinizing each 
with a most searching look. The visit lasted tili nigh evening; 
and although the govemor was not a little astonished at "^e 
proceeding of the strangeT, BtllWfcaÄ'wa.s he^repared for the 
Bingular request which Bue^ieeöi^^; \\. 'h^«» ^ V2!CL^X^\s£L>^\sKk 
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permitted to retum to Naples in one of the convict boats 
instead of in bis own gig. The demand might have been 
treated lightly, or altogether refiised, but that the English- 
man's appearance and manner indicated rank, while the letter 
he carried firom the minister showed him to be one with Claims 
for consideration. The govemor, therefore, gave the per- 
mission, smiling at the same time at a caprice which could not 
have proceeded from the native of any other country. 

^' The Englishman took bis seat in the stem of the boat, 
and, as I am told by the steersman, never spoke nor moved 
for nigh an hour's time, mnJffling himself up in bis cloak 
BO that bis very face was concealed; he neither casthis eyes 
over the bay nor looked towards the shore , but sat like one in 
deep reflection. As we neared the Tariffa^^ said my infor- 
mant, '^our passenger affected to feel cold and chilly — he 
might have been so , since the evening breeze was just spring- 
ing up , — and said that he would like to row for a spell, just 
to warm himself. The petty-oflScer in Charge ezplained that 
the request could not be complied with , since , amongst other 
reasons , the men were chained two and two on every bench, 
and then obliged to tug at the same oar. 

^^The Englishman, who, throughout the day, had in- 
variably overruled every objection opposed to him, grew only 
more positive in bis demand, and at last produced the mini- 
8ter*s Order to strengthen bis proposal; and finally said, that 
as he had obtained the permission to leam all he could of the 
condition of the convicts, he was determined not to depart 
without experiencing in bis own person the amount of labour 
exacted from them. ' You shall chain me to that fellow in the 
bow of the boat,' said he, ^for I have my doubts that this 
same punishment is not equal to what our own sailors perform 
every day, as a mere duty.* 

'^I need not dwell upon the arguments he used, and the 
reason he pressed; and although I have not heard it, Ihave 
little doubt that bribery was among the rest. His demand 
was granted , and he was actually placed beside the Q,Qt^K\s.^ 
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aad his left wrist indosed ia tlie sune fetter wiA tbe otfaflr'i 
rigfat. 

^^His £Me became ahnost pnrple as he grssped tlie oar, 
and his eyes ghtfed fieroely round apon his feUoir-labouer, 
like the red and staring orbs of a wild beast ^Bo dzeadfid 
W88 the expression of lus face,* said the steeraum, ^thaft I 
beli€Yed hiin to be insane: and a shoddng fear of erfleon- 
sequences shot Ihroogh me for having jielded to him.* 

^' I at once ealled oot to the crew to ship their oars, deter- 
mining to make him resume his place beside me. The ordei 
was obeyed by the bow-oar as by the rest. I was then about 
to issne a command for him to be released, when, with a yell 
that I shall never forget, he sprang up in the boat, and ihen 
calling out something in English, which I conld not un- 
derstaod , he seized his comrade by the throat and shook him 
violently. 

^^ The convict — himself a strong man, yet in the prime of 
life — seemed nothing in the grasp of the other, who held him 
at arm*8 length, as though he were a child; and then letting 
go his hold, clasping him round the waist, with both arms, he 
jumped into the sea.' 

^* They were seen in mortal confliet for a second or two as 
they sank in the clear water, but they nerer rose to the sur- 
face, — the weight of the massive fetters and their own strug- 
gles soon finished their sufferings ! '* 

Such was the terrible story which now broke in upon the 
gay current of our festivity, and threw a gloom over a seene 
of briUiant pleasure. Of course various surmises as to the 
motive of this fearful act were uttered, but they all tended to 
the oonolusion that it proceeded from insanity, which occa- 
sionally displays amongst its wonderfiil phenomena all the 
premeditation and circumspection of accomplished guilt. 

There is that of solemnity about an event of this nature 

that evenfrlYolityitself Stands rebuked by, and so, now, in- 

stead of resuming Üie occupations of pleasure , many took 

iäeir Jeave saddenly ; and of tko^Q N7\io &tüL remained, bat 
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one topic engrossed the conversation — that of madness as an 
dement in all great cases of guilt. 

Of coorse , as in all similar discnssions , the saperiority lay 
with those who , with more readiness of ezpression , also po»- 
sessed greater resources in anecdote and ülnstration, and of 
these i£e greater number were disposed to believe that all 
great eriminality is allied with deranged intellect. The Mar- 
chesa, however, tooktheoppositeside, and insisted that the 
passion which prompted to the most terrible and appalling 
acta, was perfectlj consistent with right reason^ and sound 
judgment. 

'^Itistoorashin us/' said ehe, '^to assume a mere blind 
impulse in cases even where recognised insanity exists. Were 
we to know the secrets of the human heart, we might, per- 
haps , see a long-cherished purpose m acts which appear to be 
dictated by momentarj passion. These impulses may be ex- 
cessire, ill<directed , andill-judging; but still they may haYe 
their origin in some train of thought where generous feelings 
and noble aspirations mingle. Witness those heroic — for they 
are, after all, heroic — assassinations of the student Sand 
and Charlotte Corday. What a perfect abrogation of seif did 
these acts evince; what consummate devotion to a cause! 
Deeply as we may oondemn the horrid nature of the crime, it 
would be a great error to dass these men with vulgär crimi- 
nals , or deny to them — the motives at least — of something 
great." 

I am not able — were I even disposed — - to repeat all the 
ingenious arguments by which the Marchesa supported her 
opinion , nor the instances she so readily adduced in support 
ofit. She became highly excited by the theme , andsoon, by 
the eloquenee of her words, and Üie faseinations of her man- 
ner, enchained the whole Company in a mute attention around 
her. 

Xt was just as she coneluded a very Animated and glowing 
description of that condition of the human mind , when by a 
volcaniceffort, asitwere, the\oiDL%Asvxs\<t^^'wsÄ^\sss^ 
to Bcatter min and destruction ouc^^rj ^\^^^ '^^^^^'^^^^^^ 
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officer entered the cabin , and stood fascmated by the powers 
of herfervid eloquence. 

"Well, Mr. Hardy," said the Captain, reealling the 
youth's attention to duty, "have you been on bosffd of 
her?" 

"Yes, sir, she is an English yacht, the Firefiy^ and her 
late owner was an English baronet, whose name I have written 
down in my pocket-book." 

The Captain took the note-book from the young officer*8 
hand, and, after reading the name , said, "If Imistakenot, 
this is the same person that once was so well known in London 
life. Most of the present Company must have heard of the rieh 
and eccentric Sir Dudley Broughton." 

A low groan broke from me , and I tumed my eyes slowly 
and stealthily towards the end of the table, where the Mar- 
chesa sat. Kot a word , not the faintest sound had issued from 
her lips; but she sat still and motionless, her Ups slightly 
parted, and her eyes staring straight before her. The pallor 
of her features was that ofdeathitself; and, indeed, the rigid 
contoor of the checks , and the firm tension of the musdes, 
gave no evidence of life. 

"You are ill, Madam la Marchesa,** said a gentleman 
who sat beside her; but,vas she made noreply, severalnow 
tumed towards her, to press their attentions, and suggest 
advice. She never spoke ; indeed , she seemed not to hear 
them, but sat with her head ereet, and her arms rigidly 
stretched out on either side , motionless as a statue. 

The shocking incident that had occurred, and the dis- 
cussion which foUowed it, were sufficient to account for this 
sudden attack in one whose nervous temperament was so 
finely strung; but as she showed no signs of recovering con- 
sciousness, nor gave the slightest indication of rallying, it 
was decided at once that she should be conveyed to shore, 
where in her own house medical aid might be had recourse to. 

I was one of those who assisted to carry her to the boat, 
and Bat beside her afteTwaida ^ &Tid held her band in mine, 
but she never recogniaed mft\ \säx \i«xA^ \äq ^ ^^& <^«^s^%s^ 
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clammy, and the fingers feit rigid and cramped. The stem 
impressive look of her featores, the cold stare of her fixed 
eyes, were terrible to behold; far more so than even the 
workings of mere bodily sufPerings. 

Dnring the passage to the shore , at the landing itself , and 
on our way to the Palazzo, she remained in the same state, 
nor did she ever evince any trait of consciousness tili she 
reached the foot of the great stalrcase, where a crowd of 
servants, in the riebest liveries, awaited to offer their Ser- 
vices. Then suddenly she moved her head irom side to side, 
regarding the crowd with a glance of wild and terrific mean- 
ing; she raised her band to her brow, and passed it slowly 
across her forehead. For an instant it seemed as if the lethar- 
gic paroxysm was about to pass away, for her features soft- 
ened into a look of calm but melancholy beauty. This , too, 
glided away, and her mouth settled into a hard and rigid 
smile. It was the last change of all — for she had become 
an miOT ! 

From that hour forth she never spoke again; she never 
knew those about her, neither missing them while absent nor 
recognising them when they reappeared. She had none of the 
childish wilfalness of others in her sad condition, nor did she 
show the likings and dislikings they usually manifest; and 
thus she lingered on to her death. 

Of her secret I was the sole depository — and from that 
hour to this in which I write , it has never escaped my lips. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

Concloslon. 

I HAD few inducements to prolong my stay at Naples. The 
Society in which I moved had received a shoek so terrible that 
for some time, at least, it could not hope to recorer, and an 
air of gloom and despondency prevailed , where so lately all 
had wom the livery of pleasure. 

I made my farewell visit, therefore , at the conrt, and the 
various embassies, and set out for Paris. This time, grown 
wiser by experience , I did not seek to astonish the world by 
any gorgeous display of my riches. I travelled with but two 
carriages — oneof which containedmyluggage; theother, a 
light " coup^ ," I occupied alone. My route lay through Rome 
andFlorence, across the Apennines to Milan, andthence, by 
the glorious sceneryof the Splügen, into Switzerland; buti 
saw little of the varied scenes through which I joumeyed. My 
whole thoughts were engaged upon the future. 

I had once more won the great prize in the world's lottery, 
and I never ceased catechising myself in what way I should 
ezercise my power. 

From what I had already observed of life the great mistake 
of rieh men seemed to me, their addiction to some one pursuit 
of pleasure, which gradually gained an undue ascendenoy 
over their minds , and exercised , atlast, an unwonted degree 
of tyranny. The passion for play — the love of pictures — the 
taste for company-seeing — the sports of the field , and so on, 
ought never to be allowed any paramount place, or used as 
pursuits ; all these things should be simply employed as means 
ofobtaiüiDg an ascendency ovei othet meu^ and of ezercising 
thatswajr which is never demed to svjä^s»»*. 
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Some men are your slaves because your cook is unrivalled, 
or your cellar incomparable : others look up to you because 
your equipages exhibit an elegance with which none can vie; 
because your thorough-breds are larger, show more bone, and 
carry the highest condition. Others, again, reveie you for 
your Vandykes and your Titians — your Bembrandts and 
Murillos — your illuminated missals — your antique marblee. 
To every section of society you can exhibit some pecuUar and 
special temptation, which, in their blind admiration, they 
refer to as an attribute of yourself. Your own fault i& it, if 
they ever discover their error ! The triumphs of Raphael and 
Yelasquez shed a reflected light upon him who possesses 
them; and so of each ezcellence that wealth can purchase. 
You stand embodied in the exercise of your taste , and in your 
own person receive the adulation which greatness and genius 
have achieved. 

To accomplish this, however, requires infinite tactanda 
great abrogation of seif. All individuality must be merged, 
and a new character created, from the ^^disjecta membra" of 
many crafts and eallings. 

To have any one inordinate passion is to betray a weak 
spot in one*8 armour, of which the cunning will soon take ad- 
yantage. Such were among my meditations as I rolled along 
towards Paris; and so long as I joumeyed alone, with bo 
other companionship than my own thoughts, these opinions 
appeared sage and well reasoned; but how soon were they 
routed as I drore into that gorgeous capital, and saw the fiiU 
tide of its pleasure-loving inhabitants, as it rolled proudly 
past! How vain to reason further upon the regulation of a 
Hfe to which wealth set no limits! how impossible to restrain 
oneself within the barriers of cold prudential thought, where 
all was to be had for asking. 

Ah, Con, your philosophy was excellent, while, sitting 
in the comer of your coup^ , you rolled along unnoticed , save 
by the vacant stare of some vigneron in a blue cotton night- 
cap, or some short-legged wench in wooden '^sabot&x'' Wu^ 
now that you stand in the windo^ <Ä 'jo\ä ^^ft^>w2JwäiNa.'^KÄ 
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Place Yeudome , and see the gathering crowd, which inqoires 
— who is the illustrious arrival? your heart begins to beat 
quicker and fuller; you feel like a great actor, for whom the 
house is abready impatient ; nor is the curtain to remain longer 
down. You are scarcely an hour in Paris when your yisitors 
begin to call. Here are cards without nnmber — officers in 
high command, courtiers, ministers, and aide-de-camps of 
those whose rank precludes the first visit. The '* place" is 
like a fair, with its crush of equipages , — the hotel is actually 
besieged. Every* language of Europe is heard within its 
"porte-coch^re," and your own chasseur is overwhelmed 
with questionings, enough to drive him distracted. 

Is it any wonder how the poor man adulates wealth, when 
those in high Station — the great and titled of the earth — are 
so ready to worship and revere itl 

My first care was , of course , to present myself before the 
prince, my gracious master, andl drove at once to the Tui- 
leries. There was a reception that moming by the King , and 
the Duc de St. Cloud led me forward , and presented me to bis 
Majesty, with a very eulogistic account öf my Services in 
Africa. 

The King listened most graciously to the narrative , and 
then, with a cordial courtesy that at once put me at my ease, 
asked me several questions about my campaigns , all ingeni- 
ously contrived to be complimentary to me. 

'' Yours is not originaUy a Spanish family, Count ; I fancy 
the name is Celtic." 

'^Yes, sire, we came £rom Ireland," said I, blnshing in 
spite of myself. 

"Ah , very true. There was always a great interchange of 
races between the two nations. And have you never tried to 
trace back, among your Irish ancestors, so as to leam who 
are the lineal descendants of your house?" 

"I have been hitherto, sire, rather a man of actionthan 

of thought or reflection. To obtain possession of a property 

beloDging to my family, I undertook a joumey to , and a long 

reaidence in Mexico ; and altbougli saß^^«»i^ m'^ps^s^^ ^^soS^ 
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sequent misfortune deprived me of all I owned, and left me 
actually in want. The good fortune which led me to take Ser- 
vice under your Majesty, has, however, never deserted me, 
and I am enabled once again to assume tbe Station tbat be- 
longed to me." 

Tbe King beard me with apparent pleasure , and after a 
few generali ties about Paris and my aequaintances, — ^'His 
Royal Higbness tbe Duo de St Cloud bas asked me to appoint 
you on my personal staff. Tbere is not at tbe present a 
vacancy , but you sball be named as an extra aid- de*- camp in 
tbe mean wbile." 

Overwbelmed by this distinction, I could only bow my 
gratitude insilence, and, witb an air and sbow of great de- 
votion , I retired from tbe royal presence. Tbus did pro- 
per feeling suggest tbe truest politeness; for bad I been more 
assored, tbe chances were , I sbould bave endeavoured to say 
sometbing, and consequentlycommitted ayerygrievousbreach 
of etiquette. 

The foUowing daylreceiyed an invitation to dine at Court. 
Tbe Company was numerous , and among them I discovered 
tbe young English attach^ who bad so insolently treated my 
my demands on my first visit to Paris. With wbat soyereign 
contempt did I now look down upon bim! He was tbere, 
exactly as I left bim, muddling away in tbe petty details of 
bis little routine life, — signing a passport or copying a des- 
patcb , — playing off tbe airs of grand seigneur to couriers 
andlacquais de place, wbile in tbe sametime, I bad won 
bonours and rewards upon tbe field of battle , and now stood 
wbile tbe Prince leaned upon my arm , and chatted familiarly 
over tbe assembled Company. Nothing gave me a more con- 
fidentsense of my own standing in tbe world, tban tbe feel- 
ing witb which I now regarded those whom once I looked 
up to with a kind of awe. It is precisely as we 'discoYcr that 
the bills which, in childbood, we belieyed to be gigantic 
mountains, are mere hillocks, that in after life wefind out 
bow indescribably small are many of thoae wq vv&^^\k^ ^^ksss^ 
of as ^^high and migbty,^* 
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I tberefore sneered down my poor attach^ , and as I passed 
him , I believe I even Buffered my sabre to jar against bis leg, 
not withouthopingthathe mightnoticetheslight, and seek 
satisfaction for it. In this I was disapp<»nted, aod I left him, 
never to trouble my head more about him. 

Among the pleasures which awaited me in Paris, none 
gave me more sincere satisfaction than the renewal of my ac- 
quaintance with De Minerale , who , howeyer , cobM never be- 
Heye that my good fortune was other than some lacky aeei- 
dent of my African campaign. 

"CJome — out with it," he would say. "You robbed a 
'Smala,' — you pillaged a *Deira,' or somethingof the sort. 
Teil me frankly how it was , and on my honour Hl never 
print it tili you're dead and gone. In fact, if you persist in 
refusing , I'll give you to the world with name in füll. Tll 
describe you as a fellow that picked up a treasure in some 
small Island of the Mediterranean , and tumed millionaire 
after being a pirate ! " 

"Put me down for ßfty copies of the book ," said I, langh- 
ing; "Tm rieh enough now to encourage the small -fry of 
literature." 

Thus didwe often jest witheach other, andwemetcon- 
tinually; for when not invited out myself , I gave entertain- 
ments at home , at which I assembled various members ofthat 
artistic set in which I had once moved — a very different order 
of Society from that in which I mixed in Naples ^ and I am 
free to own, with far less claim to real agreeability. The 
" wits by profession" were not only less natural than the smart 
people of Society, but they wearied you by the exactions of 
their drollery. Not to laugh at the sorriest jest was to dis- 
credit the jester, and the Omission became a sertous thing 
when it touched a man*s livelihood. In fact, from first to 
last , in whatever country I have lived , I have ever fbund that 
the best, — that is, the highest society, — was always the 
most agreeable, as well as the most profitable. Its forma 
were not älone regalated upon the axuc^t W«>y& qC <s.csc!L^¥t ^ but 
/^ tone ever tended to promote w^ate^«« ^wi^^Ä»ss«isöÄfc^«!öÄL 
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exclade every thing that could hurt or ofltend. So is it , — your 
great aristocrats are very democratic in a drawing-room — 
professing and practising the most perfect equality; while 
your "rights of man" and "populär sovereignty advocate," 
insists upon always being the king of his Company. Forgive 
this digression, my dear reader, iffor nothing elsethanbe- 
cause it shall be the last time of my offending. 

Ihad now enjoyed myself at Paris about two months , or 

thereabouts, inwhich, having most satisfactorily arranged 

all my monetary matters , and — besides having a consider- 

able sum in the English funds — found myself down in the 

"Grand Livre" for a couple of million of francs — a feature 

which made me a much-caressed individual in that new social 

Order just then springing up, called the "financi^re" class, 

one which , if with few claims to the stately manners of the 

"Faubourg," numbered as many pretty women, and as agree- 

able ones as could be found anywhere. Had I been matrimo- 

nially disposed, this set would certainly have been dangerous 

ground for me — the attentions which beset me being almost 

like adulation. The truth was, however, Donna Maria had 

left an Impression which comparisonwith others did not eflPace. 

Ifelt, iflwere to marry, it might as well be for high rank 

and family influence , since I never could do so forlove. My no- 

bility required a little strengthening, nor was thereany easier, 

or more efficient mode of supporting it , than by an alliance 

with some ofthose antiquated houses, who, with small for- 

tanes, but undiminishcd pride, inhabited thesolitudesofthe 

"Faubourg St. Germain." I cannot afford space here to re- 

count my adventures in that peaceful and deserted quarter, 

whose amusements ranged between masses and tric - trac , — 

Where Piety and Pope Joan divided the hours. The anti- 

^uity of my family, and the pureness of my Castilian blood! 

had been the pretensions which obtained admission for me 

iuto these sacred precincts, and there, I must say, everything 

Beemed old and wom out: the houses, the salons^ tke Cvis^^c^r 

ture , the masters , servants , laoxaea , c^xtXa.^'eÄ — ^ä. nr^ssxä "«ä 

old &s the formaiities and the opiniona >i5cißY Y^Q^^'^^^^* 

TAe Confesßions of Con Creqan, II, 
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Evcii theyouiiglaJics liad $;otapicniatiirecast of serioi^q^ 
iioss tbat took away uvtry aemblancc of juvenility. Wketl^^^ 
fruin lujsociutiiig witL thcm, or Cliat I had voluntarily eov- 
furmcdto tlicbtaiil ruritniiiem uf tlicir maaucrs , IcumotHy, 
butmyothcr ac(|iwiuta.iicca licgan ta quiz imd rally me abont 
tji/ "Ingitimiut" uir, aiidcvcnaaid tliatthe changehadbesD 
rcmarked nt Cour. 

Tili« was all Observation tbat gave me eome nneacine«, 
aod I hasteucd otf to thc DucdeSt.Cloud, whose kindnmalutd 
alirays a'lniittüd me (o thc moat opeii iiiterconrse. 

"It is quito truc, Crogannc," eaid he, " we all remarked 
Üiit you werc coqucttiiig «'ith the ' vi(>ux' — the old onei of 
the Faubourg — aud altliouglt J had never any mü^vingi 
about you , ol/ier.i wi-rc less cbaritable." 

" Wbat ie tobe dune, tlic»?" saidl, inmy distresikttha 
bflie tliougbt of aecming ungrateful. 

"l'H toll you," Bald lic; "tJierc'a the post of aecrotaj^cf 
embaüsy juitt vacant at Madrid; youT koonlcdge of the laih 
guagc, otulyoiirSpauishblood, admirably üt yoQ for the nüi- 
siaii. äliall 1 ask for it iu your bclialf ? " 

1 GOuld HCiirccly spcak for grntitude. I was longiiig In 
Boino "oliargc," — soiiic public Station, tbat woaldgiremea 
recognUod jiositioii as well ae moulth. 

Thc "Duc" burriüd from thorooin, and afteranatweiiM 
ofhalt'-au-bour camu back, laugbiug, to Bay — "ThüwH 
quitc H brilliaiit idca of miiic, for the Mimeter of ForngD 
Aifairs was just in coiiTcrsntioii nitli thc King, and, neäag 
thattbcy werc botli iu good huiuour, aiid dieciissiug the Ma- 
drid iiiisüiüii, I ovcu aski'd for Uie poat of ambaasadorfor joa 
— ay, and what'a bctlcr , obtained it too." 

1 could uot bf'lievc my cara as I heard these wokU, aod, 
tbe prinee was obliged to repeat bis tidings ete I could baag 
niyself to credit thuni. "And now for a little plan of ^ 
uwn," resumnd hc; "I am about to make a shoit tüU Io 
Eaglaud, and, better still, to Ireland. You mnat aeom- 
piiii}' me. Of eourae 1 Ita^eV 'iacos.,' ^UkIl meana dal 
Di^roal laak will be known lo aift v*twi\i»Hi.s*i!äBwnSq,\*i 
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avoiding all state and parade , I shall be able to see some- 
thing of that remarkable countrj of which I haye heard so 
much.*' 

I acknowledged a degree of curiosity to the füll as great, 
bat bewailed my ignorance of the language, as a great draw- 
back to the pleasures of the journey. 

" But you do know a little English," said the Prince. 

"Nota Word," saidl, coolly. "Whenachild, Ibelieve 
I could »peak it fluently, — so I have heard; but since that 
period 1 have utterly forgotten all about it." This may seem 
to have been a gratuitous fiction on my part , but it was not 
so; and, to prove it, I raust teil the reader a little incident 
which was running in my mind at that moment. A certain 
Tipperary gentleman , whose name is too familiär for me to 
print, once called upon a countryman in Paris, and after 
ringing stoutly at the bell,the door was opened by a very smartly* 
dressed "maid," whose grisette capand apron immediately 
seemed to pronounce her to *be French. "Est Capitaine 
— est Monsieur O'Shea ici?" asked he, in considerable hesi- 
tation. 

"Ohsir! you're English ," exclaimed the maid, in a very 
London accent. 

** Yes, my little darlin*, I was asking for Captain 0*Shea." 

"Ah, sir, youVe Irish!" said she, with a very signifi- 
cant fall of the voice. * * So ," as he afterwards remarked , ' * my 
French showed that I was English, and my English that I 
was Irish." 

Now, although my French would have passed muster from 
Cannes to Caen , my English had something of the idiomatic 
peculiarity of the gentleman just alluded to ; and were I only 
to speak once in Ireland, I must be inevitably detected. 
There was then no choice for it: I must even consent to talk 
through an Interpreter, — a rather dull Situation for a man 
about to " tour it " in Ireland ! 

Aß the Priuce's journey was a secret in Pexva» .^ w«. ^ä\»55cs^- 
ments were made with great eauWow «äA ^^^^^\s^. ^^ ^Nawwv 
reUed down to Boulogne with mexeVy oiift oVJasx <5.aa^^«sssssv^^^^ 
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old Colonel Demannais , who had been for some years 
soner in England, and spoke Englishfluently^andwitl 
tbree servants ; there was nothing in our " cort^ge" beti 
the rank of bis Koyal Higbness. 

Apartments bad been prepared for us at Mivart^s , a 
dined eacb day at tbe Frencb Embassy , — going to the 
in tbe evening, and sigbt-seeing all tbe forenoon, li] 
nuine **counüy consins." Tbe Court was in Scotlanc 
even bad it been in London , I conclude tbat tbe Prince 
bave been reeeived in some mode wbicb sbould not ba 
tracted publicity, 

Ten days sufficed for "town," and we set out fo 
laud, to Visit wbicb bis Koyal Higbness was all impatien« 
eagemess. 

Never can I forget tbe sensations witb wbicb I lanc 
tbat sbore , wbicb , about a dozen years before , I bad q 
barefooted and bungry ! Was tbe cbange alone in r 
wbat bad comeover the objects, to make them so very di: 
from wbat they once were? Tbe botel tbat I rememlx 
bave regarded as a kind of palace , where splendour aii 
fusion prevailed, seemed now dirty and uncared fo 
Walters slovenly, tbe landlord rüde, the apartment^ 
andtbefooddetestablel The public itself, as it paiya 
the pier, was not tbat gorgeous panorama I once sa^ 
the mingled elegance and fasbion I used to regard wit 
eyes of wonderment and envy. Wbat had become of 
Good looks there were, and in abundance, — for Irisli } 
will be pretty, no matter wbat cbanges come over the 
butthemen! good lack, wbat a stränge aspect did the 
sentl Without the air of fasbion you see in Paris, ( 
more strongly marked characteristic of style and mai 
tbe parks of London exhibit , bere were displayed a k 
swaggering seif- sufficiency , wbose pretension was awf 
rariance witb the mediocrity of their dress, and tb< 
Jocularity tbat leered from t\ie\T ey^a. ^q^tcv^ ^^t^ a.cy 
Äflcf wore Jersey sbirts and froek» , \oo^^ ^xo^^^^x^ ^ -s 
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; but they overdid their parts , and lounged like Tom 
3 in asea-piece. 

:hers appeared as elegans^ and were eyen greater bur- 
ssonthepart. It was quite clear, however, thatthese 
d no portion of the better classes of the capital, and so I 
Qed to assure the Prince, whose looks bespoke very 
ble disappointment. 

Dublin, however, the changes were greater than I 
;ted. It was not alone that I had seen other and greater 
ils , where affluence and taste abound , and where, while 
lU tide of fashion sets '*in" in one quarter, the still more 
ng course of activity and industry flows along in an- 
; but here an actual decline had taken place in the 
irance of everything. The shops, the streets, the in- 
ants , all looked in disrepair. • There were few carriages, 
Qg deserving the name of equipage — none of that stir 
lovement which characterise a capital. It all looked like 
36 where people dwelt to wear out their old houses and 
irments , and to leave both behind them when no longer 
ible; Windows mended with paper, pantaloons patched 
)arti-coloured cloth, "shocking bad hats,*' mangy car- 
•s , and great troops of beggars of every age and walk of 
icancy, were met with even in the best quarters; and 
lU these signs of poverty and decay, there was an air of 
gering recklessness in every one , that was particularly 
Qg. All were out of temper with England and English 
and '*Ireland for the Irish" was becoming a populär 
jhrase , pretty much upon the same principle that black- 
xtinguish the lights , when luck goes against them, and 
a scramble for ** the bank" in the dark. The strängest 
was , however, that nobody seemed to have died or left 
lace since I remembered it as a boy. There went the 
Barrister downBachelor's-walk, with the same sturdy 
1 1 used to admire of yore — his check a little redder , bis 
Qce somewhat more portly, perhaps, but with the self- 
Bmile with which he then cajoled t\ie y\t^ \ ^\!Äl ^"a^» 
o^ A-own with which he repeUed t\ift it^^dovxi oil ^"^^Är 
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ness. There were the same civic magistrates, the 
attomejs, dancing-mastcrs ; ay, eyen the dandies had 
been replaced , but were the old crop , sadlj running to s^^ 
and marvellously ill cared for. 

Even the Castle officials were beautifully consistent, ant 
truetotheir old traditions; they were as empty and insolen 
as ever. It was the English pale performed over again at Üb 
Upper Castle-yard, and all without its limits were the kern 
and "wild Irish" of centuries ago. 

How is a craft like this ever to take the sea , thought ] 
with misery and mutiny everywhere! with six feet of water i 
the hold, the crew are turning out for higher wages, an 
ready to throw overboard the man who counsels them to put 
hand to the pump ! 

But what had I to do with all this? nor would I allad 
to it here, save to mention the straits and difficulties whic 
beset me, to account for changes that I had never ^tlc 
pated. 

We dined everywhere, from that vice-regal palace in 
swamp , to the musty halls of the chief-secretary in the Castl 
We partook of a civic feast, a pic-nic at the waterfall; ? 
had one day with the military; and here, by the way, 
recognised an old acquaintance of other days, the Hon. Ca] 
tain De Courcy. He was still on the staiF, and still constai 
to his ancient flame, who, with a little higher complexion, ax 
more profuse ringlets , — it is stränge how colour and hair { 
on increasing with years, — looked pretty much what 
remembered her of yore. 

" You had better wait for your groom , Mons. Le Comte 
Said De Courcy to me at the review , as I was dismounting 
speak to some people in the crowd of carriages. " Don*t fero 
those fellows. I once had a valuable mare stolen by one 
those vagrants, and , what was worse , the rascal rode her at 
steeple-ohase the same day.'* 

'^Fas poflfliblel" exclaimedl, at the bare thougbt öf sn« 
aa indignity. " What became oi t\ie>7ov3ffi^TÄaMs:i^' 
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"Iforget now, whether I let him oflF, or whetlier lic was 
^ä ::J jmbL'elj whippcd ; but I am certain he never came to good." 
Ifelt a flush of anger risc to my cheek at this spccch , but I 
^eliecked my passion ; aud well I miglit , as I thought upon my 
condition and upon his. To have oxpended any interest 
flraympathy as to the boy, besides , would have been absurd, 
lud I was silcnt. Among our invitations, was one to the house 
of a baronet, who resided in a midland county, only a few 
mfles firom my native place. We arrlved at night at Knock- 
dangan Castle, an edifice of modern gothic style, which 
ffleans a marvellously expcnsive residence , rendered almost 
aninhabitable , by the nccessity of having winding stairs, 
narrow corridors, low ceilings, and pointed Windows. The 
house was füll of Company, the greater part of whom liad 
arrived unexpectedly ; still, our reception was everything that 
genial hospitality could dictate. One of the drawing-rooms 
had been already converted into a kind of barrack-room , with 
half a dozen beds in it ; aud now the library was to bc deyoted 
to the Prince, while a small octagon tower leading off it, 
about the size and shape of a tea-tray, was reserved for me. 
If these arrangements were attended with inconvenience , cer- 
tainly nothing in the manner of either host or hostess showed 
it. They, and their numerous family of sons and daughters, 
seemed to take it as the most natural thing in life to be thrown 
intodisorder, to accommodate their friends; not alone their 
friends, but their friends' friends 5 for so proved more than half 
of the present Company. Se veral of * * the boys," meaning the 
sons of the host , slept at houses in the neighbourhood ; one 
actually bivouacked in a little temple in the garden. There 
seemed no limit to the contrivances of our kind entertainers, 
either in the variety of the plans for plcasure , or the hearty 
good-nature with which they concurred in any Suggestion of 
the guests. All that Spanish politeness expresscs, as a phrase, 
was here reduced to actual practice. Everything was at the 
disposal of the stranger. Not alone was he at libertyto ride, 
drive^ ßsh, shoot, bunt, boat, or course at will — but all 
bisbours were at hia own disposal ; and Yiia Y^etV:^ \XBi^\XKtRÄ^ 
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even , as to whether be dined in bis own apartment, or joined 
the general Company. Nothing that the most courteous atten- 
tion could provide was omitted, at the same time that the most 
ample freedomlwas secured to all. Here, too, was found a tone 
of cultivation that would have graced the most polished 
Society of any European capital. Foreign languages were 
well understood and spoken; music practised in its higher 
walks ; drawing cultivated with a skill rarely seen out of the 
hands of professed masters ; subjects of politics and general 
literature were discussed with a knowledge and a liberality 
that bespoke the higbest degree of enligbtenment; while to 
all these gifts , the genuine warmth of native character lent an 
indescribable charm of kindliness and cordiality, that left 
none a stranger who spent even twelye hours beneath their 
roof. 

The Prince was in ecstasies with everything and eveiy 
one , and he bimself no less a favourite with all. Every fall 
he got in hunting made bim more populär; every misad- 
venture that oecurred to bim , in trying to conform to nativö 
tastes, gave a new grace and charm to bis character. The 
ladies pronounced bim ** a love *," and the men, in less polished, 
but not less bearty encomium, called bim **a deviÜsb good 
fellow for a Frenchman." 

The habits I have already alluded to , of each guest living 
exactly bow he pleased, gave a continual novelty to the Com- 
pany ; sometimes two or three new faces would appear at the 
dinner-table, or in the drawing-room, and conjecture was ever 
at work whether the last arrivals had been yet seen , and who 
were they who presented themselves at table ? 

"You will meet two new guests to-day, Count," saidthe 
host one day, as we entered the drawing-room before dinner: 
** a Spanisb bishop and bis niece — a very charming person, 
and a widow of nineteen! They came over to Ireland about 
some disputed question of property — being originally Irisb 
by family — and are now , I regret to say, about to retum to 
Spain in a few days. Hitberto a severe cold has confined the 
bishop to his Chamber*, and ki» m^^^ , wQt\a^m^^ Ifancy, a 
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proficient in any but her native language , had not courage to 
face a miscellaneous party, They will both, however, favour 
US to-day; and, as you are the only one here who can com- 
mand the *true Castilian tongue,' you will take the Countess 
in to dinner." 

I bowed my acknowledgments , not sorry to have the oeca- 
sion of displaying my Spanish , and playing the agreeable to 
my fair countrywoman. 

The drawing-room each day before dinner had no other 
light than that afforded by a great fire of bog deal, which, 
although diffusing a rieh and ruddy glow over all who sat 
within the circle around it, left the remainder of the apart- 
ment in comparative darkness; and few, except those very 
intimate , were able to recognise each other in the obscurity. 
Whether this was a whim of the host , or a pardonable artifice 
to make the splendour of the well-lighted dinner-table more 
efiFective , on the principle of orators , who begin at a whisper 
to create silence, I know not, but we used to jest over the 
broken shins and upset spider tables, that each day an- 
nounced the entrance of some guest, le33 familiarised to the 
geography of the apartment. 

On this particular occasion the party was unusually large; 
possibly a certain curiosity to see the new guests had added to 
the number, while some of the neighbouring families were 
also present. Various were the new names announced ; and 
at last came the bishop , with the lady of the house upon his 
arm , the young widow following with one of the daughters of 
the house. I could only distinguish a very white head , with 
a small black skull- cap, a stooping figure, and a great gold 
cross, which, Iconcluded, represented theholyman: some- 
thing in black, with a very long veil descending from the back 
of her head , being as evidently the niece. 

A few formal introductions were gone through in clever 
pantomime , dinner was announced , and the Company paired 
off in all stateliness, while the host, seizing my arm, led me 
acrosstheroom^ and in a few words presented me tothefaüx 
widoW; who curtseyed and acceplft^m^ ^wsil^ ^ksA "»jr^is^ ^^ 



1^ 

282 THE CONPESSIONS OP CON CREGAN. 

marcbed in that solcmn procession by which people endeavonr 
to thaw the ice of first acquaintance. 

*' Your first visit to Ireland, I believe, Senhora?" said I, in 
Spanish, wishing to say something as we walked along. 

"Yes, Seiihor, and yours also, I understand?" replied 
she. 

"Notexactly," mutteredl, taken too suddenly toreeover 
myself , " when I was a boy, a merc cbild ," — I here by acci- 
dent employed a Mezican word almost synonymous witb the 
French "gamin," — ehe started, and said eagerly, "How! 
you bave been in Mexico?" 

" Yes, Senhora, I have passed some years in that country." 

" I am a Mexican," cried she delightediy. " Teil me, where 
have you travelled , and whom did you know thero? " 

"I have travelled a good deal, but scarcely knew any 
one," replied I. "At Guajuaqualla." 

**0h, were you there? — my own neighbourhood — my 
home," exclaimed she fervidly. 

"Then, probably, you know Don Esteban Olares," 
said I. . 

" My own father ! " 
* I tumed round; our eyes met; it was just at the very 
entrance of the dinner-room , where a blaze of light was shed 
on everything , and there upon my arm — her band trembling, 
her cheek colourless , and her eyes swimming in tears — was 
Donna Maria! Neither of us spokc — neither of us could 
speak! — and while her eyes wandercd from my face to the 
several decorations I wore upon my breast , and I watched 
with agonizing intensity the look of terror she threw down the 
table towards the place where her uncle was seated , I saw 
plainly that some painful mystery was struggling within her 
mind. 

"Do not let my uncle recognise you," said she in a low 
whisper; "he is not likely to do so, for both bis sight and 
hearing are much impaired." 

"jBu^ whyBhould I not claim him as an old acquaintance, 
jyno^ a feiend f Senhora , if be be Üie a«Hi%¥x^^\%\jÄVl" 
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"Hußh, be cautious," cried ehe; "I will teil you all to- 
morrow — to-night , if there be a fitting opportunrty. Let us 
talk of something eise , or we shall be remarked." 

I tried my best to obey her, but I fear my attempt was a 
poorone; Iwasable, however, to listen to her with a certain 
amount of composure, and while doing so, to remark how 
much she had improved in grace and beauty since we met 
Years had developed the charms which girlhood then but 
shadowed forth, and in the füll and liquid softness of her dark 
and long-lashed eyes , and the playf ul delicacy of her mouth, 
1 saw how a consciousness of fascination had served to lend 
new powers of pleasing. 

She spoke to me of her widowhood without any affectation 
of feeling grieved or sorry. So long as Don Geloso had lived, 
her existence had been Uke that of a nun in a cloister; he was 
too jealous to suffer her to go into the world , and save at the 
Court Chapel each moming and evening, she never saw any- 
thing of that brilliant society in which her equals were 
moving. When her uncle was created Bishop of Seville , she 
removed to that city to visit him , and had never seen her hus- 
band after. Such, in few words, was the story of a life, ^ 
whose monotony would have broken the spirit of any nature 
less buoyant and elastic than her own. Don Esteban was 
dead ; and of him she spoke with deep and affcctionate feeling, 
betraying besides that her own lot was rendered almost a 
friendless one by the bereavement. 

That same evening, as we walked through the rooms, 
examining pictures and ancient armour, of which our host 
was somewhat vain, I learncd the secret to which the Seühora 
had alluded at table , and divesting which of all the embar- 
rassment the revelation occasioned herseif, was briefly this: 
TheFra, who had never, forsomereasonsofhisown, either 
liked or trusted me , happened to discover some circumstances 
of my earlier adventures in Texas , and even traced me in my 
rambles to the night of my duel with the Kanchcro. Hence 
he drew the somewhat rash and ungeneroua cQ\sÄ.V^sä^^'^ *^!ca^ 
my character was not so unimpea.c)a»XAft ^ÄY^S&fc^^^^^''=^^ 
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that my yeracity was actnallj open to question I An active 
oorrcspondence had taken place between Don Geloso and 
himself about me, in which the former, after great researches, 
pronounced that no noble family of my name had existed in 
cid Spain , and that , in piain fact , I was nothing better than 
an impostor! In this terrible delusion the old gentleman died, 
but so fearful was he of the bare possibility of injuring one in 
whose veins flowed the pure blood of Castile, that on his 
death-bed he besought the Bishop to ascertain the fact to a 
certainty, and not to desist in the investigation tili he had 
traced me to my birth, parentage, and country. Uponthis 
condition he had bequeathed all his fortune to the Church, 
and not alone all his own wealth , but all Donna Maria's also. 

The Bishop's visit to Ireland, therefore, had no other 
object than to look for my baptismal certificate, — an in- 
vestigation, I need scarcely say, somewhat difficult and in- 
tricate! 

Of course, in this confession, the fair Contessa never 
hesitated to regard me as an injured and calumniated indi- 
vidual; but so assured was she of the Bishop's desire to endow 
the Church with her wealth , that he would have less brooked 
to discover me a noble of title and rank indisputable , than to 
find me a poor and ignoble adventurer. " Were he but to re- 
coguise you," said she , " / should be condemned to a nunnery 
forlife!" and this terror , however little startling to m^ears, 
had too much of significance to her mind to be undervalued. 

Of course my present position , — the companionship of 

' th^rince , — the foreign Orders I wore, were more than suf- 

fici'ent to accredit me to her as anything I pleased to represent 

myself ; but somehow I feit little inclination for that vein of 

fiction in which so often and so largely I had indulged ! For 

the first time in my life I regarded this flow of invention as a 

treachery ! and, when pressed by her to relate the füll story 

of my life , I limited myself to that period which , beginning 

with my African campaign , brought me down to the moment 

of telling I was in love. Such is the simple Solution of the 

mystery; nor can I cite a mote eoivVmcXxL^ esSÄföwxÄ q£ the 
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ennobling nature of the passion , than that it made me , such 
as I was, — tenacious of the truth. 

Every succeeding day brought me into closer intimacy 
with the Senhora, and taught me more to value her for other 
graces than those of personal beauty. The seclusion in which 
she had passed her last few years had led her to cultivate her 
mind by a course of study such as few Spanish women ever 
think of , and which gave an almost serious character to a 
nature of more than childlike buoyancy. We talked of her 
own joyous land, to which she seemed longing to retum, and 
of ourfirstmeetingbeside the "Rio Colerado," and then, of 
cur next meeting ön her own marriage-day, and she wondered 
where, if ever, we should see each other again? The oppor- 
tunity was not to be lost. I pressed her band to my lips , and 
asked her never to leave me ! I told her that, for me , country 
had no ties , — that I had neither home nor kindred. I would, 
at that moment, have confessed everything, even to my humble 
birth! I pledged myself to live with her amidst the sierras of 
the far west, or, if she liked better, in some city of the old 
World. I told her that I was rieh , and that I needed not that 
wealth of which her uncle's covetousness would roh her. In 
fact, I Said a great deal that was true, and when I added 
anything that was not so , it was simply as painters introduoe 
a figure with a "bit of red," to heighten the landscape. I 
will not weary my fair reader with all the little doubts, and 
hesitations , and fears , so natural for her to experience and 
express ; nor will I tire my male companion by saying how I 
combated each in turn. Love, like a lawsuit, has but one 
ritual. First comes the declaration — usually a pretty un- 
intelligible piece of business in either case; then come the 
"affidavits," the swom depositions; then follow the cross- 
examinations ; after which , the Charge and the verdict In 
my case it was a favourable one , and I was almost out of my 
senses with delight. 

The Bishop , with whom my acquaintanceship had never 
betrayed my secret, was to leave Ireland ma.€ew da^^^. ^ ^ssä. 
the Prince, to whom I told e\er^\)!cmi'^^ ^^S^sä^ksäsärr» ^ 
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a true friend , promised that he woald take the very same day 
for bis own departure. The remainder we were to leave ta 
fortune. Love-making left me little time for anj other> 
thoughts; but stillas, for appearance' sake , I was obliged to 
pass some hours of eveiy day apart from Donna Maria , I took 
the occasiou of one of these forced absences to visit a scene 
wliich had never quitted my mind through all the changeful 
fortunes of my life — the little spot where 1 was bom. Kising 
one morning at break of day, I set out for Horseleap, to see 
once more , and for the last time , the humble home of my 
childhood. The distance was about sixteen miles ; but as I 
rode slowly , my mind füll of old memories and reflections , I 
did not reach the place tili nigh noon. Alas ! I should never 
have known the spot ! There had been a season of famine and 
pestilence, and now the little village was almost tenantless. 
Many of the cabins were unroofed: in some, the blackened 
raf ters bore tokens of fire. The one shop, that used to supply ' 
the humble luxuriesof the poor, wasclosed, and I passed on 
with a heavy heart towards the cross-roads where "Con*s 
Acre" lay. 

I had not gone far when my eye, straining to catch it, 
detected the roof of the cabin rising above the little thom 
hedge that flanked the road. Ay, there was the old stone* 
quarry I used to play in , as a child , fancying that Its granite 
sides were mountain precipices, and its little pools were lakes. 
There was the gate on which for hours long I have sat, gazing 
at the bleak expanse of moorland, and wondering if all the 
wide World beyond had nothing fairer or more beautiful than 
this. 

"Wholivesinthat cabin yonder?" asked I, of a peasant 
on the road. 

The man replied that it was "the minister;" adding hia 

name, which, however, I could not catch. Long as I had 

been away from Ireland , I could not forget that this was the 

especial title given to the Protestant clergyman of the parish, 

and I rode up to the door wondmng Vio^ \t <tlia.iiced that he 

fräs redüced to a dwelling o£ buc\iWtc^\^^^^^^^^ö\ä. fe^^ 
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[• Oman came out as I drew up, and told me that the curate 
rom home, but would be back in less than an hour; re- 
ing me to "put in my beast ," and sit down in the parlour 

• 1 came. 

accepted the invitation, followed her into the cabin, 

i , although in a condition of neatness very different from 

• ", I remembered it of old, brought back all my boyish days 

instant. There was the fireside , where with naked feet 

ng before the blazing turf , I had sat and slept füll many 

•ur, dreaming of adventures which were as nothing to 

! ■ my real life had met with. There the comer where I 

. : I. to sit, throughout the night, copying those law papers 

■ y ,ther would bring back with him from Kilbeggan. There 

• . . .. the little bed, where often I have sobbed myself to sleep, 

f ■ , wcaried and worn out, I was punished for some trifling 

ffii ion, some slight and accidental mistake. I sat down, 

I * overedmyface with my hands, for a sense of my utter 

ness in the world came suddeiily over me ; I feit as if this 

hovel was my only real home , and that all my success in 

as a mere passing dream. 

eanwhile the old woman, with true native volubility, was 
ining how the Bishop — " bad scran to him ! wouldn't let 
v'rence have pace and ease tili he kem and lived in the 
.V h , though there wasn't a spot fit for a gentleman in the 
!.. 8 length and breadth of it! and signs on it," added she, 
had to put up with this little place here , they call Con's 
, and it was all a ruin when we got it." 

And who owned this cabin before ? " asked I. 
A villain they call Con Cregan, your honour; the biggest 
ye ever heard of ; he was paid for informin' agin the 
le , and whin the Government had done wid him , they 
jported him too ! " 

Had he any children, this same Con?" 
He had a brat of a boy that was drowned at *8ay,* they 
ne; but I'd never believe \t "^^^ ^Vä.^. ni^'jcj »^^»^^"55^^:^^- 
öson was to diel" 
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I need scarcely reroark that I saw no inducement for pro- 
longiDg this conversation , wherein all the facta quoted were 
already familiär, and all the epeculations the reverse of flat- 
tery ; and I was far more agreeably occupied in discussing the 
eggs and milk the old lady had placed before me , when the 
door opened, and the curate entered. A deep cavemouB 
cough, and a stooped figure, announcing the signs of some 
serious ehest disease, were all I had time to observe; when 
with the politeness of a gentleman , he advaneed toward me. 
The first sound of his voice was enough, and I cried out, 
" Lyndsay ! my oldest and best friend — don't you know me ? " 

"I am ashamed to say that I do not," said he, faltering 
while he still held my band, and gazed into my face. 

"Notyet?" askedl again, smiling at the embarrassment 
of his countenance. 

" Not even yet," said he. " Teil me, I beseech you, where 
didwemeet?" 

" Come here," said I, leading him to the door, and pomting 
to the wide-stretching moor that lay before us; "it w? *here 
— yonder, where you see that heavy cloud-shadow stealing 
along, — yonder we first met. Do you know me now ? " 

He started; his pale cheek grew paler, and he feli upon 
my neck in a burst of tears. Who shall ever know the Sv rce, 
or what the meaning? They were not of joy, still less of sor- 
row, — they were the outbreak of a hundred emotions. Old 
memories of happy days, never to come back — boyish 
triumphs, successes, failures — moments of ecstasy — of bitter 
anguish; his own bleak joyless existence perhaps contrasting 
with mine , and then at last the feil consciousness of the mal- 
ady in which he was but lingeriug out life. 

"And here are you, and here I ! " cried he, in a voice which 
his faltering accents made scarce intelligible; "who should 
say that we were to meet thus?" Then, as if his words had 
conveyed a meaning of which he was ashamed^ he blushed 
deeply, and said, "And oh, my friend l how truly you told 
me that Jife had its path for each, if we but 'knew how to 
cbooßeit" 
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ost not BB.J hpw the hours were passed , nor how it was 
11 ere either of us guessed it. Lyndsay insisted upon 
; every advenjture that had befallen me, questioning me 
^ SL8 1 went, how each new feature of prosperity bad 
ed with me " and wheth^r gold had yet hardened my 
ind taught me indifference to the poor. 
>ld him of my love, and with such rapturous delight, 
j even offered to aid me in my object , by marrying me 
aa Maria; apieceof generouszeal, lamcertain, that 
. ted less in friendship than in the prospect of a prosely te 
niece of a bishop, tool Poor fellow, he might make 
: • ? ; onverts if he were thus easily satisfied. 

■ ) next day I drove Donna Maria out for an airing , and, 

■ ccupying her mind with various matters , contnyed to 
j cur excursion to Horseleap. " What a dreary spot 
f e chosen for our drive ! " said she , looking around her. 
oyouseeyonderlittlehut," saidl, ^^ where the smoke 

e ,jÄhat poor cabin yonder ! You have not come to show 

/.-»- said she, laughing. 

;-.^'»n so, Maria," said I; "to show you that poor and 

i'ilxrt , and to teil you that it was there I was bom — a 

,'. • :' «.^ok son; that from that same lowly roof I wandered out 

r> : * »e World friendless and hungry ; that partly by energy, 

by a resolution to succeed , partly by the daring deter- 

)n that would not admit a failure, 1 have become what I 

•: dtled, honoured, wealthy, bat still the son of a poor 

: ^ I could not have gone on deceiving you, even though 

i afession should separate us for ever." I could not speak 

I . • . nor needed I. Her band had already clasped mine , as 

. • rmured — " Yours more than ever." 

■ ow is the moment, then, to become so," said I, asi lifted 
'. m the carriage and led her within the cabin. 

e Company were already waiting dinner ere we retumed 
*• Castle, "I have to make our excuses," saidl ^ to t\v^ 
i. ;; '-'bat we proloDged our drive to a eoiasSÄßt^lXJÄ ^^- 

> onfessfons of Cön Cregan. U, '^ 
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"Ah, we feared you mfght have taken the road hy the 
lake, where there is no tuming back," said she. 

"Ezactly, madam; that is what we did precisely, fbrwe 
aremarried!'* 

Need I dwell upon the snrprise and astonishment of this 
announcement? The bishop — fortunately it was in Spanish 
— uttered something very like an oath. The bride bloshed — 
some of the ladies looked shocked — the men shook hands 
with me, and thePrince, saluting Donna Maria with a most 
hearty embrace , begged to say, " that the lady would be very 
welcomely received in Paris, since it was the only drawback to 
my appointment as an ambassador — that I was unmarried.** 

Here I have done, — not that my Confessions are ex- 
hausted , but that I fear my reader*s patience may be ; I may, 
however add, that this was not the only " Spanish maniage'* 
in which I had a share, — that my career in greatness^as not 
less eventful than my life in obscurity, and that I draw up at 
this stage , leaving it for the traveller to say if he should ever 
care hereaf ter to j oumey further with me. 



(, 



THB END. 
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